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MDME. KARSAVINA 


Mdme. Karsavina has never achieved a greater success than she has by her wonderful dancing in ‘‘ The Three-Cornered Hat,” 

which has proved a striking item in the repertoire of the Russian Ballet at the Alhambra. In “ Thamar,’’ “ Les Sylphides,’’ and 

other ballets, Mdme. Karsavina has also witched her audiences by her performance. She is at once one of the most beautiful and 
graceful dancers that London has ever seen 
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200, CURZON STREET, MAYFAIR, 
Y DEAR BETTY,—One person, anyway, was 
“absent ’? when they called the roll of the 
peace celebrators—he was our latest visitor 
from the Land of the Free—poor, dear old 
Pussyfoot. Seems that old after-the-war feeling pos’tively 


requires a certain amount of lubrication, don’t you know. 
And the good old cable length the great B.P.’s handing out 


with the icy mitt to our Prohibitionist friend was most nicely hit 


off by “‘ Punch ” :— 


GLOOMY POLICEMAN (to very well-braced gentleman): 
You’ve had enough. Better go home. 
REVELLER (far from satiated) : Shurr-up—Pussyfoot ! 


* * * 


S trawdin’ry business, isn’t it, this revellin’? Quite compre- 
hens., of course, when it’s youth—which fought the war 
—doin’ the rejoicin’ trick, but the strikin’ part about our Peace 
celebs., I’m told, was how the gay 
old middle-aged, or thereabouts, were 
most to the fore in the carousing. 
Those gay girls, f’rinstance, who at 
the Carlton on Peace night stormed 
Marshal Foch from the rear and 
nearly squeezed: the breath and the 
life out of him. No chickens.. And 
fairly terrified the gallant maréchal, 
who backed’ to the shelter of the 
nearest wall, saying hé, anyway, 
wouldn’t get taken from the rearagain. 
* * * 
A very graceful and a gallant gen- 
tleman is, by the way, the 
generalissimo. Though pretty nearly 
tired out after the Peace’ marches 
in London and Paris, and with only 
a day or so’s respite between the 
London and the Brussels junket- 
ings, Foch found time on the Sunday 
after Peace Day to motor down to 
Windsor, where, after being shown 
the treasures of the great library by 
the King’s librarian, he drove on to 
Ascot to pay his respects to old Lady 
Roberts and to meet the little future 
Lord Roberts, General Lewin’s son. 
These Frenchmen are so good at the 
small courtesies that are so very 
important, aren’t they ? 


* * 3 
\ N ell, well 


All over now, 

isn’t it? Beginning of the 
end’s set in. Goodwood, “the gar- 
den-party ” meeting, is goin’ strong, 
and there’s to be a sort of a kind of 
a Cowes. But all the same, the chief 
“social intelligence” is that Mr. and 
Mrs. Blank and Lord and Lady Dash 
have left London (strikes permitting) 
for—Scotland, Ireland, Harrogate, 
the sea, the lakes, Switzerland, Deau- 
ville, Trouville, Ostend, etcet., etcet. 


LIEUTENANT AND MRS. VALENTINE 
WYNDHAM-QUIN 


The wedding of Lieutenant Valentine Wyndham-Quin, 

R.N., and Miss Marjorie Pretyman took place at 

St. Margaret’s, Westminster, on July 21. The bride- 

groom is the son of Colonel and Lady Eva Wyndham- 

Quin, and the bride the second daughter of Mr. E. G. 
and Lady Beatrice Pretyman 


Seems, judgin’ by the outward rush, we’re to wash-out, 

anyway, that war-habit—the one that made August 
in town one of the quite possibles. The war hospitals are 
all closed, “leave”? no more all we live for, the colonials 
have all gone home, London’s just herself again and no 
longer the G.H.Q. of a world-war. And last, not least, the 
“season’s’’ endured about since January 1, and at last we’re. 
just a little tired of it. 

* * * 
hat a season, though, after such a war! The wonder of 
wonders, I call it. Record everything—prices, parties, 
décolletés frocks, dances, weddings, divorces, scandals, crowds. 
And in Mayfair, anyway, few indeed are they who’ve sat down 
by the Waters of Babylon and wept—for those that do not come 
again. Summer nights re-echo from dinner to breakfast to the 
jazz band’s refrain of ‘‘ Wild, Wild Women,” and the rest, and 
a hundred dances is even the quieter young debs.’ dancing tot- 
up. Summer days are a ravin’ rush from-dressmaker to show, 
from town to Ranelagh, from week-. 
end to week-end. 
* * * 


e’ve dined and danced and 
raced: and laughed as if the 
Furies were behind us, and might, 
any old moment, cut with their 
abhorred shears the thread that 
binds the delights of life. 


* 

An no one’s gitite sure, you know, 

that they’re not, indeed, really: 
behind us, waiting to pounce. Easier 
to make war than to make peace, 
says Clemenceau—and, strewth, but 
it’s beginnin’ to’ look like it, what ? 
Our debts alone Just been: 
tremblin’ly digestin’ me“ mornin” 
paper with this’ sort of Cold tack 
in ‘it. 

* * * 

jest listen—The next Budget will 

be the blackest ever known,. 
é To the tune of the Socialists: 
and Syndicalists and Bolshevists we 
are heading straight for National 
Bankruptcy. Half our in- 
dustries are paralysed, our export 
trade’s in danger, and everyone’s 
doing less work. The very 
wealthy man can perhaps stand it, 
but what’s clearly coming is a tax of 
10s. on earned incomes of even a 
few hundreds a year. 


* * * 


VV hich is alla mere nothing to the 
end of the chapter, where it’s 
hurled at us that— 


Unless hard economic facts are faced, 
our industries. will vanish, our popula- 
tion meit away to other lands, and 
the residue become primitive tillers of 
the soil. 
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AT THE WYNDHAM-QUIN—PRETYMAN WEDDING 


The picture shows the Duchess of Buccleuch, Lady Sefton, and 

Lady Angela Scott—who is one of the daughters of the duchess— 

who were amongst the numerous guests at the wedding of Lieu- 

tenant Valentine Wyndham-Quin and Miss Marjorie Pretyman at 
St..Margaret’s on July 21 


Dee wonder we dance a Danse Macabre to the tune of 

rumblings without ? That for those who toil not nor 
spin, time and opportunity are short—and seems they guess it, 
even the fluffiest of the friv’lous ones, who carry on with the 
war saga—eat, drink, for to-morrow all men may be equal, and 
we, even we, have to work perforce with the rest. 


* * = 


ndeed, quite the fash’nable argument at the. more serious 
dinner parties—will there or will there not be a revolush ? 
And how soon? People are divided between the optimists who 
never think anything’s going to happen anyhow, anywhere, 
anytime, and the pessimists, who swear the French Revolution 
just simply won’t be in it with ours, and go to such lengths as 
the Colonel man I was dancing with at the Hyde Park Dance 

Club the other night. 

* * * 


Whe confided to me as, enfolded, we threaded. the dizzy 

maze and craftily cleared the pillars and the feather- 
fan ticklers, that his bedroom equipment now included for a 
permanency, pistols, two, for self and wife, and ammunition, one 
hundred rounds. Was just going to say, “ Well, you must be 
bad shots!” and envisioning, of said self-and-wife, a horribly 
bluggy massacre, when he explained the hundred rounds weren’t 
all for self and wife. Some ninety-eight or so, seems, were for 
the revolutionists. So some of us anyway aren’t goin’ to get 
washed out too easily. 


* * * 


] ndeed, not at all sure, you know, that it wouldn’t be best to 
get our knock in first, so to speak, and rush in and do a 
revolush ourselves. A little blood-lettin’ and shootin’s badly 
wanted amongst the did-not-win-the-war-ites, and'someone’s got 
to begin if, in any case, something’s got to give somewhere. But, 
of course, no one’ll do anything. We shall just drift, hopin’ 
against hope that the réevolutionarily inclined will drift too. 


* * * 


M ‘ps! . . . Quite glad, aren’t you, Best Beloved, that 

they arranged #iy birthday so’s I’d get in quite a good 
time before these days of battles and all-men-are-equalism ? 
Take how the 1919 débutante gets presented at Court—well, 
as you know, only a few of her does get presented. The rest 
take the will for the deed, and sit down and stare by the one- 
time Buck. Pal. garden lake, which I do think by this time, and 
rememberin’ how hot it is there with five or six thousand people 
around, the old authorities might have filled up again with the 
good old flowing water, don’t you? Drained it, you remember, 
so’s the enemy shouldn’t see the face of it shinin’. . . . But 
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we haven’t had a raid for years now, and, as the parsons and 
people keep sayin’, ‘‘ We must try and forgive and forget.” 
I don’t think. 


* * * 


But you must admit, as someone said to me after the last 

Garden Party, “ You must admit they’re more amusin’ 
than the old Courts—to watch, anyway.” And so they are, if 
only because of the strawdin’ry funny peoplecollected. Where 
some of ’em come from or who they are I can’t think, but 
it’s a fair knock-out the way they lit’rally mob the Royals— 
running after them in clumps, and pushing so hard that 
fin’lly at the last one even the always-pleasant Queen had 
to retire to less mob-ish. positions. “ We never saw her 
Majesty at all,” two shy young things told me. “Such 
surging masses were all round her all the time and followed 
her when she moved.” 


At the last, on the hottest July afternoon of all, it was 

intriguing to observe Mr. Horatio Bottomley in close 
converse with the King—telling him stories, I thought, but 
they were “‘talkin’ racin’,” I was told. Later, Ellen Terry, 
curtseying profoundly and delightfully, also chatted with 
H.M. She remains picturesque, cloaked in raven blue and 
mushroom-hatted, but how sad to see those beautiful eyes 
hidden behind large tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, one of 
them clouded. Over the wonder women of the world Time, 
the enemy, should have no jurisdiction, should he? 


Time, you old gipsy man, 
Will you not stay, 
Put up your caravan 
Just for one day? 
All things I’ll give you, will you be my guest— 
Bells for your jennet of silver the best, 
Goldsmiths shall beat you a great golden ring, 
Peacocks shall bow to you, little boys sing, 
Oh, and sweet girls will festoon you with may. 
Time, you old gipsy, why hasten away ? 


* 
Great day 


out for 
“the  profes- 
sion,” as no 
doubt you re- 
marked, the 
King’s last 
Garden Party. 
First. time, 
indeed, that 
it’s been to 
Court at all, 
in fact. War 
has changed 
things after 
all, though 
these, of 
course, are 
rather the 
footprints of 
democracy 
that tread 
upon the 
changing 
sands of time. 
The Ban- 
crofts, the 
Hares, and 
the Bouci- 
caults, with 
Violet Van- 
brugh, thin 
and long and 
flame - locked 
in pale biscuit 
colour, whose 
new play, THE NAVY RACQUETS CHAMPION- 


Trimmed in SHIP 


id dee a Lieutenant J. C. Leach (right), who won the 
nothing to CO” Royal Navy and Royal Marines Racquets 


with the Scar- Championship at Prince’s on July 23, beating 
let Woman, Midshipman H. F. H. Layman (left) in a love 
or, at least, rubber 


(Conti ued on p, 132) 
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THE LETTERS OF EVE-—continued. 


only in bits—the Royals all went to see next night, Martin 
Harvey escorting a ravishingly pretty daughter, Muriel, in 
cream lace, the Asches, andthe Fred Terrys. All, you'll note, 
of the more respectable stage. 


* * % 


Perfectly beautiful, by the way, in their own way, of course, 

have been the Queen’s Peace season dresses, Lavender 
and cream and faint mauve ninons and chiffons exquisitely 
embroidered, and complexion more marvellously fair than ever. 
Queens should always dress this way, and never in those coats 
and skirts of utility they so love, that rob even the smartest of 
dignity and importance. Remember the enormous feathered 
hats and the wonderful white Pompadour coiffure the ex-Kaiserin 
wore on all occasions over here, suitable and otherwise? So 
impressive were they you generally overlooked the somewhat 
mean face that hid underneath. 


* Sd * 
For 


Canada and the U.S.A. next week, then, is the Prince of 
Wales, and not until we’re thinking about Christmas shall 
we see H.R.H. again. Horrid! I mean he is so charming, 
isn’t he? Andit does give a zest to parties, you know, when 
all the debs. and things find two young princes not much older 
—and certainly not ostentatiously wiser—than themselves among 
their partners. Never be a more popular picture of the Prince, 
by the way, than that one of him last week in the Park listening 
sympathetically to the plaint of the poor young 
war widow about her pension. And then he 


shook hands with her and punctiliously saluted 
instead of 


* * 


% 


© dear! makes one feel old, the way times 

change. Wasn’t it at Goodwood the year 
before the war when another woman, a Queen 
Alexandra nurse, also petitioned Majesty, as a 
loyal subject of the King I believe has every 
right to do? No prince smiled on her, or 
generals stood by, or great ministers listened 
attentively. Instead his Grace of Richmond, 
the King’s host, loyally and courtierly flew at 
the pale petitioner and felled her to the ground 
or something. And if policemen didn’t trample 
on her when there, I’m sure I don’t know 
why they didn’t. Always was done in those 
days, wasn’t it ? 

* % * 


ut about the Canadian visit, a pretty big 
suite is to accompany H.R.H., though the 
trip is to be so democratic that, by special 
request, the Prince will confer over there not 
one single knighthood. It’s been said that 
only one quality is necessary in the staff of 
visiting royalties, and that’s tact. “ Buckets of 
it’? Admiral Halsey, His Royal Highness’s Chief 
of Staff, is said to have,and no one can say either that the rest 
don’t know their way about—Lord Claudie Hamilton and Cap- 
tain Piers Legh (son. of Lord Newton, who’s just mulcted that 
naughty “Daily Mail” of £5,000 for saying he was flippant), 
his equerries; Sir Godfrey Thomas, the private secretary, who 
is only four years older than the Prince; Commander Dudley 
North, his naval A.D.C.; and Colonel Grigg, who’s a journalist 
turned soldier, and who'll, I expect, write the official account, if 
any, of the jaunt. 


Ailesbury at 


* 2 * 


H aving been, before he took to soldiering, “on a paper,” let’s 

hope Colonel Grigg won’t worship quite so devotedly 
at the altar of convention as his more courtly predecessors in 
the writing-up job mostly have. A true account of all that 
happens on a royal bachelor’s trips abroad would be really 
interesting. But, of course, we shan’t get it. 


* * * 


alking of royal affairs, getting more and more and more 
democratic, aren’t we, with Queen’s nieces marrying plain 

Mr. Gibbses and things? Major Gibbs, who is known to his 
intimates as “ Evie,” is second-in-command of the Coldstream 
at Windsor, and positions like those do give one chances, don’t 
they, no matter what precise shade your blood is? Just double 


MISS BRUDENELL-BRUCE 


Miss Brudenell-Bruce is one of 
this season’s débutantes, and was 
presented by the Marchioness of 
Their 
Garden Party at 

Palace on July 11 
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his future wife’s age—which never seems to matter when she’s 
twenty and he’s forty, but jags a bit as the years pileup! He 
wears the Boer War ribbons, has hunted big game as well as 
Huns, and’s a great polo-player. In fact, ‘‘a typical Guards- 
man’’ I saw him described. as, though I’m not quite sure 
whether, in these days the type still exists in quite all its ancient 


sacrosanctity. 
* * * 


ut it’s int’resting, isn’t it, to watch this gradual blending of 
the once sacred Royal caste with the middle class? Thin 
end of the democratic wedge, I suppose, and one hears it 
horrifies good old Tory chips of the old block like the Queen of 
Holland, for instance, who is so wrapped in the cloak of her 
royalty that she’s never realised her undoubted need of sartorial 
aids, and whose insistence on the divinity of her royal person 
results in some really rather astounding clothes. The dress- 
makers, you see, must not, by Court etiquette, touch, measure, 
or even approach Majesty. All got to be done by guesswork— 
and, judgin’ by the results, afraid, so far, they’ve guessed wrong 
every time! : : 
t * * 


See, by the way, that the gallant Renown, on which the 

Prince sails into the West, is to carry her guns along all 
right. Prob’ly in case war broke out again with someone— 
when she could dash back (or forwards) and be right in the 
thick of it in a jiffy. But I believe when 
another Renown took another Royal tripper 
around, she first laid aside all her guns. 
That was in the days when all in the know 
said, of course, there never could be another 
war, don’t you know? 


* * * 


Reminds me, have you come across the 

wonderful war novel that everyone’s read- 
ing—‘ The Four Horsemen of the Apoca- 
lypse’”’? They say it’s had an immense 
success in America, and I’m glad, cos of all 
the (several) nasty indictments of the Hun I’ve 
read, this, by a Spaniard, just about takes the 
bun for downright unkindness to a—what did 
the Dean call him?—crushed and sorrowful 
enemy. In fact, quite thought, I have, of 
investin’ in a few copies and sendin’ them as 
presents— some light holiday reading—to a 


Vandyk few of our don’t-be-unkind-to-the-Hun friends. 


* * * 


t’s a wonderful summing up of the awful 
people who have brought, with such in- 
human deliberation, the most terrible suffering 
upon the innocent of all the world. And just 
a little bit of their disgusting psychology shows 
up well in this description of just one of the 
castles of ancient France which they occupied in their advance 
to Paris. 


Majesties’ 
Buckingham 


* * * 


ua)pite unnecessarily and wantonly the flower-borders of the 
gardens, the exotic plants, the avenues were all broken 
and spoiled. Thé stables were empty. The costly 
progenitors of the herds were all killed in the park like mere 
slaughter-house animals. In the chicken-houses and 
dovecotes there was not a single bird left. The 
cavalry horses of the enemy were turned loose, destroying with 
their hoofs the canals, the slopes—the work of many months. 
The dry wood was burning uselessly in the park the 
great trees catching fire .’ These were the very least 


of the Hun offences. 
= * 


After which—and lots more almost too terrible to read—I 

regaled myself on a description in ‘‘ The Times” of how 
peaceful and pleasant it is now in untouched Berlin. The 
flowers in the parks and gardens wonderful, the cafés thronged, 
music everywhere, the people restful and leisured—‘ Berlin 
appears steeped in the placidity of a provincial town in the 
piping times of peace!” Oh, dear me! we are nice, kind 
“ conquerors,” aren’t we ?—Yours unpeacefully, Eve. 
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THE FRINTON TENNIS TOURNAMENT. 


SOME OF THE SPECTATORS IN THE STANDS 


The Frinton Tennis Tournament, which opened on July 22, attracted a big entry, which included also some of the crack players 
of the day who have recently been in action at Wimbledon, amongst them Mrs. Lambert Chambers (the ex-champion) and Mrs. 
Satterthwaite. In the centre of the above group of spectators are Lady Mainwaring, Mrs. Loeffler, and Mrs. Dudley 


MRS. LOEFFLER AND MAJOR N., A. MISS B. HEXTALL MRS. HALL-WALKER AND MRS. 
KNOX EDGINGTON 
Miss Hextall was the youngest 
Mrs. Loeffler is here seen talking to the competitor at Frinton, as she Mrs. Hall-Walker, who is the wife of Colonel 
famous Surrey fast bowler of former days, is only fifteen, and played in Hall-Walker, competed in the mixed doubles, 
Major N. A. Knox the mixed doubles partnered by the Hon. F. M. B. Fisher 
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MISS DAPHNE GLADSTONE 


Miss Daphne Gladstone, who is the daugh- 
ter of Mr, and Mrs. W. B. Gladstone, is 


IN 


TOWN AND 


OUT 


By CHRISTOPHER. 


OLLOWING a usual 
F custom, the Duke 
and Duchess of Port- 

land will spend 
August and September at 
their Caithness place, Lang- 
well. The duke has an 
extensive sporting estate 
there, and there is a fine 
stretch of salmon - fishing 
river. These Caithness 
estates were purchased by 
his predecessor in the title, 
who “‘ forested ’’ them about 
sixty years ago. There were 
exactly eleven red deer on 


rate work of Sullivan. 
Nowadays, of course, Mr. 
Sullivan is chiefly known 
as a water-colour artist and 
a charming illustrator of 


books. The popular couple 
and their daughter —the 
only child—live at St. 
John’s Wood. 


* * * 
here is a lot of interest 
in Wiltshire, especially 
in the Devizes neighbour- 
hood, regarding the sale of 
Erlestoke village, part of 
the 4,000 acres of which 
Mr. G. Watson-Taylor is 
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Swaine 
THE HON, HONORA CHALONER 


The Hon. Honora Chaloner is a daughter 
of Lord and Lady Gisborough. Lord 
Gisborough, who used to be in the 6th 
D.G.’s, retired from the army as a cap- 


one of this season’s presentations. Mr. the ground then—now they 
W. B. Gladstone, who was in India for run into 
many years, is a son of the Right Hon. 
W. E. Gladstone, and Mrs. Gladstone hb u n - 
is a daughter of Sir Steuart Bayley, once dreds, of 
Lieut.-Governor of Bengal excep- 
tional 


size and quality, owing to the judicious introduction 
of stags from English herds. It was from this 
forest that the old duke, during the Crimean War, 
had 600 deer killed and sent to London, where 
seventy cooks were engaged to make “‘ patties ’’ 
exclusively for the use of privates and non-coms. 
Two ships were chartered to take the ‘‘ patties’’ 
out to the Crimea. Here is another story of 
Langwell. The old duke told a Langwell forester 
to meet him on acertain day in acertain plantation. 
The forester pleaded that his daughter was to be 
married on that day, but the duke insisted. The 
appointment was duly kept—and the duke gave 

the forester a creas for fh 000 for his daughter. 


‘The at see extended by the royal princes to 

boxing shows has given a new fillip to the 
private exercise of this sport in society—a very 
good result, though boxing had already, long 
before the war, enjoyed a great vogue. I wonder 
if Mr. Austin Chamberlain ever puts on the gloves 
now? 
man ; indeed, he wasa good all-round sportsman, 
in striking contrast to his father, who used to 
declare, when urged to go in for more exercise, 
that he never felt the need for it. Lord Beresford 
is stilla good boxer, but he once had the worst of 
it in a ‘‘scrap’’ with an extortionatecabby. ‘‘ I'll 
fight you for the fare,’’ said his lordship. The 
cabby readily consented, and beat him easily. 
Then it turned out he was the ex-middleweight 


He was an excellent boxer as a young 7 


Vandyk 


MRS. H. PEEL 
Mrs. Peel is the owner of the celebrated 


dispOs- tain in the 3rd Hussars in 1893. He was 
ing. The raised to the peerage in July, 1917, and 
Watson- took the style of Baron Gisborough ot 
Taylors Cleveland 

higanvae 


been seated at Erlestoke Park since the wife of 
one, George Watson, inherited a very large fortune 
from her brother, Sir Simond Taylor. 
* * * 
I t is pleasant to find Newburgh Priory the scene 
once more of festivities. The late Sir George 
Wombwell used to hold a party there every year 
for the Easingwold Agricultural Show, and the 
old Duke of Cambridge was a guest on these 
occasions for twenty-two consecutive years. To- 
day Lady Julia Wombwell’s féte for the Soldiers’ 
and Sailors’ Help Society takes place there. The 
entertainments have been arranged by Lady 
Marjorie Beckett, wife of Lord Grimthorpe’s 
uncle, the Hon. Gervase Beckett, and widow of 
the Earl of Feversham. Lady Marjorie, who 
dropped the title of countess on her second 
marriage, is the very vivacious and handsome 
daughter of Lord and Lady Warwick. 
* * * 
INiov ees Priory, in spite of its name, has 
very little of she appearance of a monastic 
institution. With its clock tower, clipped yews, 
and formal water, it looks rather like an old 
Dutch house. Its great boast, of course, is its 
collection of Cromwellian relics, and the legend 
(never tested) that the great Protector's body is 
walled up under the staircase. The place used 
to belong to his daughter Mary’s husband, the 
2nd Lord Fauconberg. In the same _ parish 
(Coxwold) stands Shands Hall, the home of 


champion. chaser, Poethlyn, who, after winning a Jaurence Sterne, which the late Sir George Womb- 
* * “War” National at Gatwick, capped this wien 
success by securing the great race over 
|t is a the Aintree course. Poethlyn, like many a Cla x7e:— 
ra- good chaser before him, graduated from fully re- 
ther the hunting field stored. 
sharp * * 


Searle Bros. 
THE HON. MRS. KENNETH DUNDAS 


The Hon. Mrs, Kenneth Dundas is the 
widow of the late Lieutenant the Hon. 
Kenneth Dundas, R.N.V.R., who was killed 
in action in Gallipoli, and was Lord Mel- 
ville’s fourth son. Mrs, Dundas is the 
daughter of the late Captain Foot, R.N. 


reminder to some of us 
of the swift passage of time 
to find Edmund J. Sullivan, 
the artist whose work used 
to be so familiar in the 
illustrated journals, cele- 
brating his silver wedding. 
But’ 225. -J.iSs. married 
fairly young. He was only 
twenty-five when he led 
Miss Frances L. Williamson 
to the altar, though he was 
already celebrated as the 
artist who drew nearly all 
the portraits in the then 


brand new _ journalistic 
sensation, ‘‘The Daily 
Graphic.’’ His father was 


headmaster of the School 
of Art at Hastings, where 
Edmund received his art 


education. Later on he 
became a close friend of 
Phil May, though Phil's 


very different methods never 
influenced the more elabo- 
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“The Norwegian Minister 
and Madame Vogt are 
very popular in thiscountry, 
but their daughters find the 
sons of their own north- 
land more attractive matri- 
monially than the youth 
of England. A couple of 
years ago Miss Alethe Vogt 
married Mr. Fredrik Blom 
of Christiania at the tiny 
Norwegian Sailors’ Church 
in Rotherhithe, and it was 
the smartest thing in the way 
of weddings that Rother- 
hithe had seen for many a 
day. Now her sister, Daisy, 
the fourth datghter, is 
engaged to M.. Diderich 
Hegermann Lund, son of a 
colonel of the Norwegian 
Army, but this time the 
wedding, which takes place 
on Saturday, will have a 
prettier venue—St. Mary's 
Church, Wallingford. 


Rita Martin 
MRS. JOHN CROWDER 


Mrs. John Crowder, who was before her 

marriage Miss Florence Petre, gave birth 

to a son on July 18, Captain Crowder 

is an A.D C, on the staff of Sir Archi- 

bald Murray, now commanding at Alder- 
shot 
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SOME SURREY CRACKS. BY LIEUTENANT FRED MAY 


Sur-ey Club and Ground will no doubt have very small difficulty in recognising themselves by the aid of our artist’s pungent 

mz hod of pictorial expression, Many and various have been the methods suggested for making cricket more attractive, but we 

opine that the above may help in the good work, and be the means of bringing about the result ior which all its devotees are so 
; strenuously striving j 
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gn somewhat 
vivid ‘‘ Pic- 
ture in the Fire’’ 
from a lady who 
has been a 
V.A.D. .com- 
mandant and up 
close to the line 
upon more than 
one occasion 
during the con- 
cluding three 
years of the war 
is comprised in 
the following 
extract from a 
letter which has 
been addressed 
to: “Sa brie- 
tacheje-—— 
“Do you 
suppose London 
will go com- 
pletely mad dur- 
ing Peace week ? 
Somehow _ this 
Peace leaves me 
very cold. 
We've failed to 
make the Huns 
suffer properly ; 
we've failed to 
break their in- 
fernal — spirit— 
and when one 
remembers the cost! Not the cost that so many people think of now 
—the reduced incomes sort of discomfort—nor even the ‘ military 
cemetery’ cost, but the cost as one saw it when the fields were 
strewn with crossés, and wounded and maimed people were streaming 
back from the line, and then dying, lots of them, when they got back. 
It even tears my heart out when I think of the horses that have 
suffered, for after all one British horse is a precious thing and worth 
an army of Hun humans. I wonder if people have any idea of the 
number of horses that have been blown to bits or otherwise destroyed 
out here. I always remember visiting a horse camp at Cambrai. I 
kissed many noses, and they were all nice shiny people and very 
happy. Of course, we're the only people who can make horses look 
happy, aren’t we? But you know far more about it than I do, and 
I'm probably wrong. Anyway, a bomb, or rather several bombs, 
got the camp afew nights later. And that’s another reason why I 
can't rejoice over a rotten Peace. We should have demanded swift 
revenge instead of easy payments. But perhaps a soft heart creates 
a narrow mind! So again, probably, I’m wrong.”’ 
* * + 


joes did not go mad, but even if she had it 
would have been but natural, for whatever 
Peace may hold for us, the relaxation of the heavy 
strain of war is bound to get into people’s heads, 
and acrowd has rarely any spare time to stop and 
think. Perhaps to some of us all these outward and 
visible signs of joy seemed unreal and forced, because 
we could not forget, and we knew that we could 
never forget, however hard we might try to do so. 
Perhaps, even, phlegmatic and unemotional as we are 
as anation, we still remembered that there were many 
who had literally only their eyes left to weep with, 
and some, even, who had not even their eyes. 


* * * 


MAJOR DERMOT McCALMONT AND MR. ATTY 
PERSSE 


The owner and trainer of the useful son of The 

Tetrarch, Tetratema, who won the National Breeders 

Produce Stakes at Sandown last week. Major McCal- 

mont, it needs scarcely be recalled, also owns The 

Tetrarch, another of whose sons, Sarchedon, has 
recently been in the limelight 


s to the horses, anyone who has ever been out 
battle fighting knows what it means, and must 
always mean, to anything that walks upon four legs. 
In this war in many ways the poor sufferers were 
nearer to succour—for the badly-wounded there is 
always the friendly bullet-—but one knows that on 
the roll of honour no name deserves higher place 
than that of the so-called dumb hero. To anyone 
who hasa particularly soft corner in his heart for 
animals, what happens to them on service hits him 
a bit hard. One time, I remember, one felt pretty 
bad listening to a corps of starving ‘* Neddies’’ 
and mules braying all night because the ration they 
had not seen for days had been blown away by the 
wind. Some supplies had got through, and it was 
possible to let them have a bit to eat. There was no 
grazing. Where this happened we were sitting about 
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PICTURES IN THE FIRE 


By ‘* Sabretache.’’ 


16,800 ft. up in the air in a veritable abode of the winds, and it was 


_raining something more than just mere stair-rods. They dug holes 


in the ground because nosebags were, in a great many cases, not 
part of the equipment of the poor old ‘‘ Neddy,’’ and I leave you to 
imagine the result. What the wind did not blow away the rain did 
in, and I think that made it worse, because it would‘have been better 
to go on starving than see your food taken away from you just as you 
thought you were going to get something to eat. That is a little 
‘picture in the fire’’ which I have never been able to forget. Then 
sore backs and galls of all sorts on backs that had to be loaded, because 
the little army had to go on, and could not afford to halt for divers 
pressing reasons. Holes in their backs stuffed first with hemp or 
rags—none too clean sometimes—then a pack saddle and a sixty to 
eighty-pound load on top of it, and nothing in their poor starved 
interiors to keep them going over a sixteen to twenty-mile march over 
mountain roads or rocky gorges where the ‘‘road’’ was mostly 
boulders. And they stuck it, and some of them came out alive. 
Only some, though. The road back was easy to find, for the trail 
was well blazed with pitiful little heaps and bones. It ain't all beer 
and skittles for anyone, even our little wars, but it’s hell with the lid 
on for the animals. : 
* * 
e]ine convoy incident of last week on the frontier is nothing out of 
the ordinary—the sort of thing that happens almost every other 
week in some form or another, even when we are not ‘‘at war.’’ On 
the frontier we are always at war! It is an unending contest of wits 
between those who want to get a bit of what is not their own, and 
the principal commodity is the rifle. That is the lure which provokes 
at least nine-tenths of these little affairs. In the case under notice 
it was, I feel sure, the lure of loot. 
* * * 
he rifle thief is about as clever a person as has ever walked this 
earth, and in case a yarn or two about his’methods would in- 
terest you, here are some specimens. Stories of the methods and 
achievements of these gentry are, of course, as numerous as the 
sands of the seashore, and not all of them are ever told; but if they 
were, it would disclose the rifle thief as an artist in his particular 
profession, who is far out ahead of any of his brethren, either in real 
life or in fiction. Some instances, the truth of which can be vouched 
for, are well worthy of relation, for they are as sensational as they 
are impudent and surprising. Some years ago a crack British 
cavalry corps had a whole stand of arms taken out of one of the 
huts in which the men live, and taken, moreover, in broad daylight. 
The thieves drove up a nullah, which ran right into the canton- 
ments ina vehicle known on the fréntier as a tum-tum. They chose 
the hour when they knew few men were in the huts, and they 
advanced boldly and walked into one of them where they knew there 
was only one man. They quickly overpowered him and knocked him 
out of time in the most scientific manner. They then lifted a 


whole stand of rifles without making any attempt to cut the chain 
running through the trigger-guards, carried them out concealed 
under a rug, popped them into the tum-tum, and were off and away 

Continued on p. iv) 
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A BRITISH TEAM FOR DEAUVILLE 


THE SCOUTS, WHO WON THE ROEHAMPTON CUP 


The Scouts beat the Old Etonians in the final of the Roehampton Cup by 6 to 5. The names 
in the winning team seen above are (left_to right): Lieut.-Colonel E. H. Brassey (back), Major 
F, W. Barrett (No. 3), Brigadier-General P D. Fitzgerald (No. 2), and Major W. T. Miles (No. 1) 
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THE CAMERA IN SOCIETY. 
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Yevonde, Victorta Street 


LADY NORAH HASTINGS 


Lady Norah Hastings, who is the second daughter of the Earl and Countess of Huntingdon, is, like her clever sisters, very well 
known in the world of amateur theatricals as well as in the fields of sport. The elder of her two sisters is Lady Maud Curzon 
Herrick and the younger Lady Marian Keith Cameron 
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‘The Victory 

fétes of 
this most 
glorious qua- 
torze juillet 
have come 
and gone, Be- 
lovedest. No- 


thing out- 
wardly re- 
mains but 


broken holes 
in the road- 
ways in which 
confetti _ still 
lurks, muti- 
lated trees, 
and a_ few 
flags still 
hanging from 
nursery win- 
dows nailed 
there hy the 
dear tyranny 


of children. 
This, Belovedest, is the sad happening that happened to The decora- 
pelagelis on ie 14th fe She woud wean a Roroe atin tions were 
and she wou not be contented with either a single 
swain or a single soap box,—Lovingly, PrisciLLa swept : away 
P.S.—Some people are greedy, ain't they ? with discreet 
P.S.S.—It must have been damn poor material to split alacrity and 
like that, though! decency. On 


P.S.S.S.—The. Yanks do look it, don't they ? 
P... etc.—It is by the flags that you will realise that 
they are watching a march past! At least, she is! 


the night of 
the 14th—15th 
it poured, and 
the city’s glad rags were very ragged next morning! The 
melancholy lendemain de féte was with us. The damp, colour- 
run flags, the giltless roosters that had been so gorgeously gold 
the day before, the garlands of flowers, the ropes.of golden 
laurels that bound the Obelisk, the countless lanterns that had 
been so gay, the painted panels and medallions, the great wings 
of Victory—all had melted and run and become bedraggled and 
forlorn. . . . What sad things are “ mornings after” ! 
* * * 


ut the day itself! Old Thing, I can hardly speak of it. Do 
you mind ? My thrills came unexpectedly, how- 
ever. When certain colours passed laced with a gold filet so 
that they should not fall gloriously to pieces, when the band of 
the American bluejackets unexpectedly played “ Madelon,” when 
Joffre, with charming bonhomie, tucked his baton under his arm 
in order to wave a kiss to a little child who was holding out her 
arms to him from the front row of the crowd! I was impressed 
by the magnificent. and apparent efficiency of the American 
troops, who certainly know how to parade; I chuckled with joy 
at the careless, joyous tramp of the little Belgian soldiers . = 
and the tears rose brimmingly, blindingly when the poilus of 
France, with happy, upturned faces and searching eyes, came 
marching along in ofttime straggling lines as they gazed around 
amongst their own people and heard, for the first time, the 
tangible expression of their country’s gratitude. And then, Be- 
lovedest, then how I thrilled at the Imperial splendour and the 
slow march of our men! They were magnificent . . . Ah, 
just for one little minute to be in the shoes of one of these! 
Wonderful, splendid male things . . . how gorgeous you were ! 


* * * 
Of course I went perfectly mad when our colours passed! 
Yea . . . and so did the friendly crowd. Afd oh the 
joy of the pipes—how we hailed them and cheered and laughed 
and gurgled till we didn’t quite know what we were doing ! 
Laughing or crying. Of course, ’twas a mixture of both. 
* * * 


De you know that we were perhaps a little disappointed with 

Foch! He was so very stiff and ’aughty ! Awfully sniffy 
and nose-in-the-airish! He didn’t salute or anyfink! No... 
not even when he passed in front of the stands and windows 
where the mutilated soldiers were generously acclaiming the 
victory they had helped to win. Dear old Joffre was much nicer, 
only he looked a little bit nervous of ' his gee-gee, and most of 
his time seemed to be spent in watching its ears! General 
Gourand was the crowd’s darling. ’Tall events, where my 
balcony bossed the crowd. And when in answer to our cheers 


Priscilla 
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im Paris. 


and hankie-wavings he hitched his horse’s bridle over his arm- 
less right sleeve and saluted with his left hand, the cheering 
must have been heard from the Place de la République to the 
Arc de Triomphe itself ! 
* 


* 2 


ne thing that I thought rather terrible was that great slab of 

gilt gingerbread that was labelled cenotaph, and we were 
requested to consider as a monument in homage of our dead. 
There is only one monument I think that would have been 
worthy. That would have been—possibly you may not agree 
—to have somehow transported one of the anonymous and 
simple graves that abound “up there in the ravaged provinces,” 
one of those humble mounds of earth marked by a wooden cross 
- . . and to have placed it under the great arch where four 
simple poilus would have mounted guard. . . That, I 
think, would have been eloquent. . . . But that advertise- 
ment for somebody’s gilt paint—‘‘ dry in a hour ’’—that they 
gave us, Old Thing,it made me feel sorry . . . but notsad! 

* * * 


We did a lot of jazzing, as you can imagine, Uncle mine! 
From the populo that danced to a cornet and a con- 
certina at the street corners to the Chu Chin Chow and the 
Apollo affairs ! 
* ¥ * 
H arry Pilcer has made the Apollo the “ last yell” for that kind 
of thing, and simply everyone goes there. As a matter of 
fact, they have ticketed it ‘Harry Pilcer’s Dancing!” A few 
of us would like to know “dancing what,” or “ what dancing,” 
but knowledge is not vouchsafed to all! ’Tall events, the floor is 
excellent. There are two orchestras and a jazz ’un, and always 
an amusing crowd ! E : 
(Gaby Deslys, of course! Mistinguett, equally of course. 
Marnac has been seen there. The pretty little thing called 
Roseray, that is so fair that you can hardly believe it’s real! 
Parysis of Marigny . why, and Spinelly—are you looking 
after her properly in London, Old Thing ?—often trots in when 
she is in town! Only you see we are making ready to fly 
the lure of the sea and the mountain is on us. Box rooms are 
casting forth their contents. One is discovering that it is almost 
impossible to discover a well-built maillot bathing suit at any 
of the usual shops; that the manufacturers are ‘‘ out of ” india- 
rubber caps—the kind that really do keep one’s hair dry—and 
that, oh horror of horrors, the trains are so bounded that a 
wagon lit must be booked three weeks ahead ! 
* * ane 


don’t care—I leave Paris this week-end if I have to travel on 


i 


the buffers . . . “orin the guard’svan! But the guard’s 
van would be luxury. I am not so ambitious as that——Thy 
PRISCILLA. 


Walery 


MLLE. MARTHE FERRARI 


Mile. Marthe Ferrari has just gained the first prize at the Con- 

cours of the Paris Conservatoire of Music, and has been engaged 

at the Opéra Comique, where she is to make her début. She is 

one of the most beautiful and the youngest (only twenty years 

old) singer on the French stage. Mlle. Ferrari is tall and slim, 
and extremely graceful 
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FLORY-SHING IN PARIS. 


Felix 


REGINE FLORY AND M. RICORI 


Régine Flory and the well-known male dancer, Ricori, are here seen in the mimed scene and dance entitled “‘ Hercule aux Pieds 

d’Omphale,’”’ so wonderfully staged by the famous mime, George Wague, professor at the Paris Conservatoire. Régine Flory is as 

famous on this side of the Channel as she is in France, and is one of the greatest exponents of her particular school of the art 
of the present day 
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SOME OF THE VISITORS TO 


st gar ro, Sake 


lg 


me 


PRINCE HENRY AND LADY 
= JERSEY 


Prince Henry, their Majesties’ third son, was 

amongst the visitors to the recent Eclipse 

Stakes meeting at Sandown, and is seen 
talking to Lady Jersey 


PRINCESS MARY 


Princess Mary and her brother, 
Prince Henry, were amongst the 
distinguished visitors to the 
revived Sandown meeting on 
Eclipse Stakes day 


(No, 944, Juty 30, 1919 


SANDOWN. 


MRS. NORTON AND THE HON. 
MRS. PHILIP HOWARD 


The Hon. Mrs. Philip Fitzalan Howard was 
formerly Miss Gladys Norton, and is the 
daughter of Colonel and Mrs. Norton, who 


LORD AND LADY JERSEY 


Lord Jersey, whose colours are well known 

on the turf, and who is also pressing for 

‘some much-needed amendments in the rules 

-of racing where nominations are concerned, 
was one of the visitors at Sandown 


LADY MAR AND KELLIE 


Lady Mar and Kellie, who was 
also amongst the visitors to the 
Sandown meeting, was formerly 
Lady Susan Ashley, and is Lord 
Shaftesbury’s daughter 
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is seen in the picture 


SIR WILLIAM LAMBTON AND THE 
HON. MRS. ARTHUR CRICHTON 


The Hon. Sir William Lambton, who was 

formerly in the Coldstream, is Lord Durham’s 

fifth brother, and Mrs. Arthur Crichton is a 
sister of Lady Coke’s 


. 
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ANOTHER ROYAL ROMANCE. 
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a GALLI 


Spheaight, Ltd., New Bond Street 


LADY HELENA CAMBRIDGE 


Tae announcement that His Majesty had given his assent to the engagement of Lady Helena Cambridge to Major Evelyn Gibbs 

was greeted with much satisfaction by the friends of the two people immediately concerned. The bride-elect is the younger of 

the two daughters of the Marquis of Cambridge, whose former style was the Duke of Teck. Major “‘ Evie” Gibbs is one of the 

best-known and most popular officers in the Brigade of Guards, a good man over a country, an excellent big-game shot, and a 
good polo-player 
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Blind Alleys. 
IFE is like a blind alley. You wander down it through the 
long years until you get to the end, when you im- 
mediately strive to batter down the wall which seems 
to divide what you have done from what you intended 
doing—you strive to batter it down until, tired out, you wander 
slowly back to the place from whence you started. Life is over. 
It has been a Great Adventure—but the secret of happiness 
you knew at the very beginning, and you come back to it again 
sadder, wiser, less sure of yourself, but saner through your 
knowledge that the simple facts, which you realised at the 
beginning and perhaps scoffed at, were nevertheless true. You 
set out to seek a New Heaven and a New Earth, and you 
return at last with the knowledge that both Heaven and Earth 
were within your own soul all the time; that life, or rather the 
happiness of life, is a very simple question, no matter how 
you seek tocomplicate it by passion and ambition. It is com- 
prised in the three words, Love, Labour, and Health. The 
happiness which seems to lie beyond the high wall at the end cf 
the blind alley is comprised by just 
these things, neither more nor less. 
Somehow you knew if, if dimly, at the 
very beginning, though you were too 
full of the spirit of adventure to listen 
to your own heart-promptings. So, at 
the end, one comes back to the begin- 
ning—and experience is but the proving 
of what childhood knew by instinct, 
and, later on, listening to the old men, 
forgot. The future, a well-known 
dramatist once said, is but the past 
entered through another door. Well, 
I think he is correct. Somehow 
we do seem to come back again. to 
the place from which we long ago set 
forth—and love, in all its variety, 
alone satisfies us at last, as it did at 
the very beginning, while experience, 
if it has taught us anything, has 
taught us merely the truth which lies 
behind the old, old dreams. Perhaps 
we never really and truly grow up. 
Or, maybe, we are really grown up 
when we are children, and we only 
become ignorant when we grow older. 
So at last we outgrow this ignorance 
and return to the wisdom of child- 
hood—which is happy without know- 
ing it. Though perhaps we ought 
to be even happier now since we have 
known disillusion and sorrow, and so 
really know what happiness is, 

* 2 * 
A Fine Novel. 
“[ here is something of this view of 

life, there is much of. this 
view of wisdom, in Mr. W. L. George’s particularly fine 
new story, “ Blind Alley” (Fisher Unwin), The opening scene 
describes merely the furtive movements of a cat seeking 
sanctuary from the world on the top of his master’s desk: ‘‘ He 
furled his tail about him; his squat head sank to the great 
paws, which, one after the other, he folded. Slowly, as a singer 
humming to himself, he began to purr.” It ends with the 
sinking to slumber of the same feline: ‘‘ His eyelids began to 
droop, the watchful strip of gold below them grew less and less. 
He breathed louder; by degrees there purred forth from his 
throat the soft song that conceals neither joy, nor pain, nor 
hope, but is all content uncritical, and faith eternal in the 
permanence of aloof good things in an unchanging world.” But 
between these two scenes—a whole life of joy and agony, 
sorrow, renunciation, and pain had happened to the men and 
women of the story. And these men and women were such 
very ordinary men and women—before the war. You could 
have met their counterpart a thousand times without realising 
that they held within their souls, within their characters—the 
passion, the sacrifice, and the despair of great tragedy. Cradoc 
might have always been merely the tub-thumping Socialist- 
idealist, one of those idealists who remain comparatively 
peaceful citizens so long as they thump and have tubs to thump 


With Silent Friend 


LORD AND LADY MIDDLETON 


Lord Middleton, who is the owner of big estates 
in Notts, Yorkshire, and Scotland, was formerly in 
the Scots Guards, and subsequently the Honorary 
Colonel of the 1st Hast Riding Yorkshire R.G.A. 
Lady Middleton is the daughter of the late Sir 
Alexander Penrose Gordon-Cumming, who died 
in 1866 , 
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By 
Richard Hing. 


on. Sylvia, Monica—these might have remained the good- 
looking girls of wealthy parents, of little note, except that 
Sylvia might have been a member of the now defunct “ smart 
set,’ and Monica would probably have married comfortably and 
settled down to be a wife and mother without a murmur. Lady 
Oakley would have “sat on” boards and things, run her house 
like a business concern, and died—like the sudden cessation of 
a whirlwind. Sir Hugh would have probably written books on 
dead statesmen which everybody would have heard of and few 
would ever have read. Frank Cottenham would have probably 
been content to visit furtively the purlieus of Leicester Square, 
and his unfaithfulness would have begun and ended in periodical 
trips to London, in the first place—on business. - 
* * * 
But War Came. Z 
An then the war came, and its flames suddenly set fire 
to the “waste” which had been merely smouldering in 
their souls. They, as it were, suddenly became living con- 
centrations where before they had 
been merely nebulous outlines. Death, 
and the imminence of death, made 
them suddenly alive—with all the pas- 
sion, the restlessness, and the supreme 
disregard of danger which is life lived 
to its fullest. Each, in his own sepa- 
rate way, became a violent edition of 
his previous self. Cradoc, the Socia- 
list, has.to live up to the tenets of his 
human brotherhood—as a conscien- 
tious objector, a rabid critic of the 
ideal, the patriotism, the politics which 
make of war a kind of gl rious crusade 
inspired by God. Sylvia did in the 
open what she might only have done 
in private—left her husband for 
another man. Monica, driven by the 
spiritual anarchy which follows in the 
wake of war, drifted unrelenting 
towards the passion of Frank Cc. -n- 
ham, in whose munition factcry :..2 
went as a patriotic worker. Lady 
Oakley ramped up and down the 
country banging the patriotic | big 
drum to such an extent that ske 
deafened her own logical faculty 
as well as her sense of humour. The 
nearness of death made these people . 
live for a while as people do live when 
they are within its shadow. It cleared 
the vision of their souls—so that tra- 
dition, circumspection, providence, all 
were swept away in the whirlwind. 
They lived as they desired to live at 
the moment—any other philosophy 
seemed hardly worth while. Every- 
thing was cast aside—and they stood forth the men and women 
they really were, the men and women whom ordinary life would 
never have revealed, either to the outside world or to them- 
selves. Only Sir Hugh remains aloof—watching, criticising, 
waiting, in the wisdom which sees beyond the clamour of the 
moment, beyond the battle, far away into the peace of the 
distant mountains—Sir Hugh and Kallikrates, the cat. 


* = % 
Peace, 
or, when the war is over, all these people return once more 
to their old selves—their old but-half-alive selves. For a 
few short years war suddenly focussed them, as it were. Then 


came the Armistice and Peace—and they drifted back again 
once more into their old, old ruts. Their great soul adventure 
was over. They became again as before the war they had 
always been. Their sudden flame of life had been but a“ blind 
alley” after all. For ashort time they had lived vitally, strangely, 
as in a state of fever; but now the fever had abated—the 
seething torrent of their lives once more became calm, placid as 
the water of a stagnant pond.. Mr. W. L. George has written 
quite the most extraordinarily interesting novel of the moment. 
It will likely send the flag-wagging patriots into hysteria, but, in 
spite of that, much of what he says is undoubtedly true. In 

(Continued on p. 144) 
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IN “TRIMMED IN SCARLET” 
The Successful Thrill at the Globe Theatre. 


Stage Photo Co. 


MISS VIOLET VANBRUGH 


Miss Violet Vanbrugh has got a piece in which she has a part that suits her in Mr. William Hurlbut’s ‘‘ Trimmed in Scarlet,” 
now firmly established in popular favour at the Globe Theatre. The heroine’s character is drawn in bold colours, and the story 
is one of the woman, who is condemned by society, proving that she has more nobility of character than her accusers 
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conception, in the manner in which the theme is worked out, 
and in the pungent criticism—the bitingly pungent criticism— 
which he levels at the “accepted”’ point of view of the unthinking 
world, the story is one of the most interesting I have read for 
a very long time. 
* * * 
Faint Fables, 
might even go so far as to call Miss Sophie Irene Loeb’s 
“Fables of Everyday Folk” (Gay and Hancock) rather 
“feeble.” But “feeble” is not the word. They are more 
“flat” than anything else. A little humour in their presentation 
would have worked wonders. But they are affected—and that 
is not at all the same thing. Words are printed in capitals, for 
no very obvious reason; and a faint resemblance to the literary 
style of the Books of Artemas—which are humorous first of all 
and only false occasionally—robs the little book of much of that 
originality so necessary to carry off such little philosophical 
fables of everyday folk and everyday life wittily and effectively. 
But they are quite readable never- 
theless, and if the authoress does 
not shed overmuch fresh light on 
old human problems—well, some- 
times the old light is quite good 
enough to, as it were, illuminate 
the dark corners. I do not care 
much for the illustrations in black 
and white, except the one entitled, 
“*Tis the rare summer love that 


weathers the winter’s blast ’””— 
which is quite charming. 
* * * 


** Art and Letters.” 
I wish that the spring volume of 

“Art and Letters” were not 
issued in a cover so reminiscent of 
the servants’ bedroom wallpaper at 
its worst. It is a most unsightly 
business. The inside—well, the 
inside contains poems, short stories, 
articles, drawings—at once interest- 
ing, exasperating, provocative, all 
the qualities which make of this 
publication one of the few really 
readable quarterlies of the day. 
There is an interesting Apprecia- 
tion on D. H. Laurence from the 
pen of Douglas Golding, and a 
quaint short story called “ Fantasia 
for Orchestra in F Sharp Minor,” 
by Ronald Firband, of which one 
of the opening bars is “ Originating, 
in the past, with the corporation as 
a subtle advertisement to the 
salubrity of the climate, these re- 
unions were now in such high 
favour that the Glenmouth Town 
Hall—a poor, pokey place—was 
no longer capable of holding so 
numerous an attendance, obliging 
the municipality to seek a more 
convenient rendezvous elsewhere; 
hence the cordial offer of the Hare ladies to ‘throw open’ 
their doors annually had been accepted officially with a 
thousand pleasant thanks; and by degrees, by dint of some 
acted mystery, played to perfection by the Nuns of Sodbury, 
and the oblates of Up-More, these reunions bad afforded full 
scope for the diplomatic furtherance of Rome.’”’ But, in each 
item of the contents, there is something which attracts you, or 
makes you furious or astonished, or makes you laugh, and not 
one is—just dull. That alone is something in a quarterly— 
quarterlies which usually seem to make a collection of dulness. 
Briefly, it stirs. The Summer Number (just out) is equally 
interesting and exasperating. 

* * 

A Little Too Tame. 2 
If you can struggle through the opening chapters of Lady 

Charnwood’s new novel, “The Dean” (Constable), you 
may possibly learn to enjoy her placid and most respectable 
story. But the first chapters are bewildering. Surely there 
have never been introduced so many different names in so few 
pages, and with introduction so slight. Except that they were 


MR. PERCY GRAINGER 


Mr. Percy Grainger is the well-known British composer 

who, after a career of great success in London, has taken 

New York by storm, his concerts being stated to have 
caused something in the nature of a furore 
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the relations of the young man who was engaged to one of the 
Dean’s woman friends, you know nothing more about them. 
After that they are all called by their Christian names—and you 
hope for the best, having faith that, sooner or later, the theme 
of the story will somehow sort the characters out for you. But 
alas! it doesn’t. The tale badly wants an index, if only to 
refer to in order to discover who Sybil, and Anne, and Cecilia, 
and Connie, and Peter, and Mary, and Molly, and ten dozen 
others, really are, how they are related, and to which parents 
they belong. But Lady Charnwood goes blissfully forward, and 
we, her readers, go furiously backward, mixing up the various 
families and their various fiancés, and the families of the 
various fiancés, all in one splendid muddle. This “stew” 
is the most exasperating thing in an otherwise bovinely placid 
tale. Only the Dean and his wife, Mrs. Bellinger, are, as it 
were, stationary amidst their whirl of friends and acquaintances. 
But the Dean is rather a bore, and Mrs, Bellinger is one of 
those nice women, dim of outline, who are born to be the wives 
of deans, help, sustain. and enter- 
tain, with no risk that any charac- 
teristic will, as it were, ever “let 
the parish down.” And in the © 
midst of this crowded picture, 
Lady Charnwood herself butts in 
with nice pieces of wholesome 
moral advice which might have 
been said by the Dean himself, 
only usually they are employed 
because he doesn’t happen to bé 
on the scene at the moment. But 
there is a certain restfulness 
about the story which is very sooth- 
ing. ~ It is all rather like having a 
long afternoon in the company of 
a nice-minded dowager, the rela- 
tion of a bishop, whose one topic 
of conversation is her family— 
their love affairs, their social ex- 
ploits, their disappointments, and 
their babies. There is a little of 
the war, too, but it is in the mild, 
not the bitter sense. Such, for 
example, as the following snatch 
of dialogue between a wife and 
her husband home on_ leave: 
“Antace had her husband home 
in May, and she told him she felt 
almost guilty in being so happy. 
Peter had seen too much agony to 
allow that to pass, even from her. ~ 
“Don’t say that, my dearest. In 
these days happiness is your ap- 
pointed task; none of us can 
measure the power for good that 
joy brings in its train. You help 
to lighten the griefs of others by 
giving them something undimmed 
to look upon.’ “But it’s 
so heartless to be enjoying one’s 
days when others have lost all they 
had to live- for,’ she objected, 
Peter smiled. ‘There’s so much inevitable mourning nowa- 
days that you do the world a service in giving anyone cause 
to “rejoice with them that do rejoice.” - It heartens the sad to 
come in contact with those who are not touched by the 
general sadness,’ And so Anne played her part, and through 
the summer added to the total of strength by the fulness of her 
joy.” Very mild and very nice, isn’t it? Well, the whole story 
is just like that. 


Count Jean de Stretecki 


SECOND VOLUME 


“WITH SILENT FRIENDS” 
BY RICHARD KING. 

“The writer belongs to the Charles Lamb school, plus a spiritual instinct of 
which Elia gave no sign. —* Daily Graphic.” 

“No fitter recommendation or description of this new volume cou!'d be given 
than that it continues on the same lines, and with certainly no decreasing 
effectiveness, the desultory yet always interesting and encouraging sp ritual 
speculations opened in his prior and much-read book.’—" [he Scotsman.” 


Price 6s. net, of all booksellers and libraries, or from the publishers, 
Messrs. Jordan—Gaskell, Ltd., Dean Street, Fetter Lane, E.C, 


(NEW _ SERIES) 


(Second series) 
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ANOTHER STAR FOR THE MOVIES 
The Heroine of the “Maid of the Mountains.” 
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Foulsham & Banfield 


MISS JOSE COLLINS 


Miss José Collins is the latest recruit to the films, and is playing the lead in the new British and Colonial Film production, the 
title of which is ‘‘ Nobody’s Child.” The chief scenes are laid in Italy and the Balkans, and the whole atmosphere is just that in 
which our wonderful “ Maid of the Mountains”’ will shine her brightest 
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THREE RECENT PICTURES OF SOCIAL 
we INTEREST. EGY 


Miss Combton Collier 


THE COUNTESS OF LICHFIELD AND HER THREE CHILDREN 


Lady Betty Anson, and the youngest, will be better remembered as Lady Anson. Her husband succeeded to . ; 
the title in 1918 on the death of his father. Lady Lichfield is the daughter of Colonel Edward George Keppel 


\ 


3 Ye. Yj: Z % 
4G.) 2 A 47) 92 
UY Lady Lichfield, who is here seen with her three children, the little Viscount Anson, who was born in 1913, NU 4 
Y Uj 
Za 


Yevonde B. O. Hoppe 
LADY MARY PLUNKETT MISS HELEN BILSLAND 
Lady Mary Plunkett, whose engagement to Mr. C. P. Kirk, Miss Helen Bilsland, who has worked as a V.A.D. nurse during 
17th Lancers, is announced, is the elder of Lord and Lady the war, is the daughter of Sir William Bilsland, Bart., who 
Fingall’s two daughters. The eldest son and heir to the title is Lord Provost of Glasgow and Lord Lieutenant of the county 
is Lord Killeen of the city of Glasgow 
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A BEAUTIFUL VISITOR. 
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Bertram Park, Dover Street 


BARONESS ALEXANDRA GIRARD DE SOUCANTON 


The Baroness Alexandra Girard de Soucanton, who is well known in both Paris and London, is the wife of Baron Girard de 
Soucanton, a relative of Baron I.eon Fedorovitch Girard de Soucanton, who was a cavalry officer in the late Imperial Russian 
Army. The Baroness is seen here in fancy dress, and is well known for her beauty and her chic 
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FRIEND 


MISS PHYLLIS DARE-—IN A 


Nites rae Dare’s return to the stage—after an absence which was of far longer duration than_her numerous admirers appreciated" 
essrs, Grossmith and Laurillard from its former Middlesex Music Hall dinginess. Miss Phyllis Dare has never been in better voice ! 
seen in some of her few hours of ease 


. ( 
Photographs by Miss Comptot 
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—-WHO WAS PRESENTED— 
At the Last Royal Garden Party. 
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THE HON. MRS. JOHN FORTESCUE 


The Hon. Mrs. John Fortescue, who was presented at Their Majesties’ last Garden Party at Buckingham Palace by Lady Fortescue, 

is the wife of the Hon. John Fortescue, who is Lord Fortescue’s brother, and has been librarian at Windsor Castle since 

1905. Mrs. Fortescue, who was formerly Miss Winifred Beech, is the daughter of the Rev. Howard Beech, rector of Barlavington, 

Sussex, and was married in 1914. The Hon. John Fortescue is the owner of that charming place, the Admiral’s House, Hamp- 
stead, where some scenes from “‘ Monsieur Beaucaire’’ were recently photographed 
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WIFE OF OUR GREATEST ADMIRAL 
A Link in the Anglo-Saxon Chain. 


LSAT were 


Elliott & Fry, Baker Street 


LADY BEATTY AND HER SON, DAVID 


Lady Beatty, who is a daughter of Mr. Marshall Field, senior, of Chicago, U.S.A., may justly be said to be one of the strongest 

links between the two great Anglo-Saxon races of the world, who have tought shoulder to shoulder afloat and ashore in the 

greatest war in history. Admiral Sims, who commanded the American battle squadron which eventually formed the sixth battle 

squadron of the Grand Fleet, placed himself afloat unreservedly under the command of the hero of Heligoland Bight, the Dogger 

Bank, and Jutland, in the same way that General Pershing placed his army at the disposal of the Allies ashore. Sir David Beatty 
is, it is said, to be awarded an earldom in the Peace Honours, and never has distinction been more gallantly earned 


151 


THE TATLER (No. 944, Jury 30, 1919 


THE WOOD NYMPH. 


From a study by E. O. Hoppe, Cromwell Place 


*Tis here at noon 
The buskin’d wood nymph 
From the heat retires. 
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Drawing by Fred Pegrum. 


Services 


Dri-=ped Leather’s 


Dri-ped Sole Leather is Waterproof, Double- Ty wiry ° 
wearing, Light, and Flexible. No. 71. Holidays 
READILY OBTAINABLE. Owing to the Wise foresight in the organising of really care-free holidays, must 
ceeeh aa Ot kota pendilevabtalneds Do necessarily include the provision of Dri-ped Soled footwear for all the 
not be put off. family. Having taken such a precaution, the parent may forget the 
ITS ECONOMY i tl ntuated b y vost . : P : - 
the high prices of ordinary leather and of footwear question, knowing that colds due to wet feet are precluded and 
Fock Wenk: Dire dea ea eames resoling that the Soles will outlast a strenuous holiday’s wear, thus promoting 
arges and new- : pes ty : = 5 ss 

CAUTION. Insist on Dri-ped Leather soles, healthful enjoyment and abolishing worry on the part of those responsible 
but see that the Purple Diamond Trade for the holiday’s success. 
Mark is stamped every few inches on each al eh Soe 
sole. Without it, the leather is a substitute. \ ; In case of difficulty, write to: ; 

Sole Proprietors DRI-PED LTD. BOLTON, LANCS. 

(Late Proprietors, Wm. Walker & Sons, Ltd.) >) 
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Douglas Kay 


MISS JOSEPHINE EARLE 


Miss Josephine Harle, who is one of the beautiful and talented 

people who have been principally instrumental in making ‘‘ The 

Lilac Domino” such a success at the Empire, came over from 

the States at the height of the submarine “‘strafe”’ specially to 

play her present part. In her own country she is also a 
‘movie’? star of great magnitude 


The Garrick. 

HEN a theatre has no settled policy it is curious to 
watch and reflect upon the different types of plays 
which are produced therein. To think that the 

. Garrick Theatre, which but a short time ago saw 
the London production of Rostand’s Cyrano de Bergerac, 
should the other day present a musical farce of the nature of 
Nobody’s Boy ! Originally, we are told, this piece was a comedy 
called The Foundling, though if anybody remembers it I do 
not know. Anyway—I don’t. And, judging by Mr. John P. 
Wilson’s new musical adaptation, I should imagine that those who 
do so would be quite delighted to forget it. For truth to tell, 
Nobody’s Boy is a distinct step backward in even the world of 
musical farce, where it seemed that if authorsstepped much further 
back they would assuredly take us into alunaticasylum. Its fun— 
what there is of it—belongs to those years when musical comedy 
was a novelty, and any production that called itself by that name 
succeeded magnificently until its sheer inanity found it out. The 
piece is quite crowded with old familiar figures—from the 
aggressively bright and breezy young hero, who finds himself 
married to a wife he has never met before she was saddled upon 
him; the elderly gay Lothario, who gets into awful scrapes with 
young women and expects everybody to get him out of them; 
the elderly wife of this same gentleman, whose jealousy creates 
half the misunderstandings and complications; the sweet 
“ young thing,” who has little else to do but sing of “love”? and 
look perfectly sweet and young, and a host of other old musical- 
comedy friends, who, if they aren’t at home in the old musical- 
comedy complications, ought to be by this time. Certainly the 
audience were. Nor is the music of Nobody’s Boy likely to set 
the town whirling and whistling to its tunes. It, too, seems to 
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THE PASSING 
SHOWS. 


belong to the day before yesterday—when “ jingles” was the 
word we applied to it, and jingle-jingle explained its character 
admirably. A 
* * * 
The Company. 
Bt the company and the young chorus put all the charm and 
brightness they are worth into the singing and acting and 
dancing material at hand. The impression left at the end is 
certainly one of liveliness, simply because everybody on the stage 
is frantically energetic. Mr. Donald Calthrop as ‘‘ Nobody’s Boy ” 
could not have been more brisk, more high-spirited, or entered 
more naturally into the various situations in which he found 
himself, and Mr. Frank Lalor’s dry humour was just of the 
right brand for the gay middle-aged gentleman who was so 
extremely “ parshul”’ to the ladies. Miss Amy Augarde was of 
course utterly and entirely wasted in the part of his wife—but, 
alas! she always seems to be wasted in these days, although 
she can generally sing and act better than half the lovely ladies 
who surround her and are given the “plums.” But her sense 
of true comedy was invaluable whenever she got the chance to 
be amusing. Miss Marjorie Gordon looked sweet and acted 
naturally as the boy’s fiancée, and sang very prettily indeed. 
But one of the great successes of the evening was Miss Daisy 
Burrell, who, determined to be gay, certainly brought in an 
atmosphere of gaiety whenever she appeared. 
* * * 

The Apollo Theatre. 
It is a long time since I have laughed so whole-heartedly or 

been so utterly charmed by a comedy as I was the other 
evening by Mr. Ian Hay’s adaptation of his popular story, 
“ Happy-go-Lucky,” now called Tilly of Bloomsbury. Itisa 
comedy of wit and character, with a few really poignant situa- 
tions which make it a very human and lovable story. Mr. Hay 
follows the book closely. In fact, he follows it so closely at 
times that the comedy talks more than it moves. But it is “talk” 
of the most amusing, wittiest kind—so everything can be 
forgiven it. Thus Tilly’s love-romance goes slowly towards 
its climax, but it goes very surely, and with tears and laughter 
all the way. And I cannot imagine a finer representative of 
Tilly than Miss Mary Glynne. Her quiet self-possession, her 
natural charm and gaiety, and her sense of humour, as well as of 
character, make the 
girl live as though 
she were a human 
being in real life. 
Nor could anything 
be more natural and 
boyish than the 
young lover of Mr. 
Geoffrey Kerr. In 
spite of his uncon- 
ventional inconse- 
quence, he yet gives 
the impression that 
the boy’s heart sees 
right down into the 
very core of things, 
and that, beneath 
all his light-hearted- 
ness, there remains 
the fixed purpose of 
an Ideal. And his 
mother, the elderly 
woman who fondly 
imagines that she is 
one of the world’s 
“Great Panjan- 
drums ’’—she could 
not be more cleverly 
played than she is 


Bertram Park 


MISS CLARICE MAYNE 


Miss Clarice Mayne and her talented 


Mi Marie accomplice, “ That,’’ were amongst the 
ove eae INGE ae celebrities who appeared at the Royal 
Bron: Command Performance at the Coliseum 


same compliment 
goes to Miss Nellie 
Hobson, who plays 
that good - hearted 

(Continued on p. x) 


on the 28th in aid of the funds of the 

Variety Artistes Association. In private 

life Miss Clarice Mayne is ‘‘ That’s’”’ 
(Mr. J. W. Tate’s) wife 
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NOTE.—The philosophies of these fragments are sometimes fruitful. 
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By H. DENNIS BRADLEY. 


AN is a curious animal. 
Woman is an angel with curiosity. 

A platitude and a tribute. 

Men accept platitudes without question. Women question all things, even while they accept them. 

I find it refreshing to deal in an occasional platitude . . . and hold a playful post-mortem. 

The ordinary man loves a platitude with about as much intelligence as he loves a woman. 

And once having accepted a platitude the ordinary man takes it to his bosom and he believes in 
it with a religiosity beyond his comprehension. 

But, alas! platitudes, with many other things he takes to his bosom, are occasionally as false 
as they are fair, and often blind his sober judgment and bear him wildly astray. 

And nations and men deserve the government they get, in politics . . . and in love. 

Only the few deserve the fair. 

The ordinary man is worthy of the falsity of government, but unworthy of the falsity of more 
beautiful things. 

‘* What's in a name?” 

Shakespeare perpetuated this fair and false platitude and the ordinary man took it to his heart 
and cherished it. : 

But the bureaucrats and rulers are subtler. They realise the stupidity of the ordinary man. 
They know that to him everything is in a name. 

Therefore, it was their humour to call the ‘‘Tax on Trade and Enterprise’ the 
Profit Tax.’’ 

But the Excess Profit Tax is killing Development and is the cause of Unemployment. And the 
thirst of the Bureaucracy is insatiable and its orgies of extravagance so insensate that the poor 
Taxpayer can no longer afford to meet the bills. 

So he gives it all up because development is of no use. The golden goose is dead, and the 
simple business man will be as idle as the subtle brigands . . . if not so subtle. 


“ 


Excess 


In the dual intoxication of politics and sex, I had almost forgotten to mention that Pope « 
Bradley continue to make clothes without charging plutocratic prices. The bureaucrats get most 
of the profit, but the guiding spirit of the House continues to live joyfully if not quite so well. 
Lounge Suits from £9 9s. Dinner Suits from £12 12s. Overcoats from £10 10s. 
PES 


TWO ESTABLISHMENTS ONLY, 


14 OLD BOND STREET, W.@ 


Oe Snlerrupled Gas 5% 41-15 SOUTHAMPTON ROW. WC 


Archer's 


Infant Plan 
Cigarettes 


Made from the youngest € most delicate 
leaves of Selected Golden Virginia. 


Tis the Buick Policy to furnish its clients with only such 
innovations in design as haye been proven to be reliable by 7 oe V/ 
a 20 for VG 


the supreme test of service. 


Acting on this policy all Buick Cars are equipped - = : Iso BOS& e 
with the Delco System of Self-starting, Lighting 5 x a 5) 100 
and Ignition, which has been fitted to more than 


300,000 cars. The Delco 

System is built into the @ 
Buick Car as part of its 

stancard equipment. 


Buick Starting and Light- 
ing therefore means 
absolute dependability 
and freedom from care, 
and Buick Ignitton means 
a hot, perfectly timed 
and automatically regu 
lated spark under all 
conditions. F General Motors(Europe) Ld. 


136 Long Acre, London,w.c.2 
Telegrams: “Buickgen, London, 
Telephone: . . » Gerra rd 9026. 
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Florita 
MISS ELSIE ARNOLD 


Miss Elsie Arnold is Miss Eileen D’Orme’s 

understudy in ‘‘Chu Chin Chow,” and has 

been in the cast from the commencement 

of the long run of this piece. During the 

absence of her principal she has played 

Miss Eileen D’Orme’s part for three weeks 
on end with much success 


HAT _ popular comedian, Mr. 
Bransby Williams, loves to use 
his powers of imitation to play 
jokes on his friends. Ona trip to 

the States once he travelled on the Lusi- 
tania when she was making her record 
voyage. The excitement on board was 
intense, the saloon passengers were toast- 
‘ing the captain, the officers, and the 
Cunard officials, when a certain well- 
known M.P. on board reminded them of 
the stokers. Mr. Williams, .seeing a 
chance for a joke, with the assistance of 
a steward managed to secure a stoker’s 
greasy overall and a cap heavily weighted 
with oil and coal dust. He attired him- 
self in this garb, rubbed the oily cap over 
his face, and after placing a short pipe in 
his mouth, made. his appearance. “No 
one recognised me,” said Mr. Williams, 
“and I addressed the chairman in husky 
tones as an Irishman. I said that I had 
been sent up by my mates to thank them 
all for their kind words, and that what we 
had done was only our duty, but, I added, 
it was‘ dry’ duty. So good-humoured were 
all the passengers that in a very short 
time they had collected 125 dollars, which 
they presented to me for my mates to 
have a drink with that night. I was 
laughing heartily to myself, when someone 
informed the purser that a stoker had 
dared to come from below, and he at once 
despatched two burly officers to teach the 
“stoker’ a lesson. They took hold of me 
most unceremoniously, giving me a running 
flight downstairs, and I was only able to 
save my neck by telling them who I was. 
They of course then let me go and sat 
down on the stairs to laugh while I got my 


Dubble and Squeak 


breath, for they had almost succeeded in 
choking me. Needless to say the 125 
dollars went to the real stokers, who 
thoroughly appreciated the joke.” 

* * * 


Another story told by Mr. Bransby 

Williams concerns the time when he 
had just bought a new house and was 
laying paths and turf. “I was, of course, 
wearing suitable clothes for the task,’’ said 
Mr. Williams. “My old pipe was in my 
mouth, and no doubt I looked anything 
but elegant. Some young fellows, who had 
evidently heard I was living there, were 
gazing at me over the fence and mumbling 
something. I heard one say, ‘ Yes, that’s 
im.’ ‘Garn away,’ said the other. ‘ What, 
that? Why, that’s his bloomin’ gardener. 
What, that ’im ?—with a dial like that !’”’ 

« * * 


Aa elderly lady, who obviously was some- 
one of importance, was travelling 
recently with her maid to Windsor, and 


Rita Martin 


MISS RENEE MORRELL 


Miss Renée Morrell is understudying 

Miss Maggie Teyte, who plays Lady Mary 

Carlisle in ‘ Monsieur Beaucaire,’’ which 

has now been transferred to the Palace 

from its original home at Prince’s 
Theatre 


having been told she had to change at 
Slough, was wandering about the platforms 
at Paddington to find her train. At last she 
sighted a porter, and going up to him, and 
pointing to a train, she said, ““ Can you—er, 
tell me, is this the Slough train?” “No, 
mum,” he answered, “that’s the express.” 
* * * 
tourist having walked through a certain 
village churchyard and observed the 
indiscriminate praises bestowed upon the 
dead, wrote upon the gate-post the fol- 
lowing: “ Here lie the dead, and here the 
living lie.” 
* * * 
he scene was a hotel bar in a town in 
co. Mayo, where the bank clerks of 
the various banks have a custom of speak- 
ing of each other as “officers.” A bank 
clerk entered and said to the waiter, “ Pat, 
did you see any’ of our officers here this 
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Stories from 
° Everywhere. 


morning?”  ‘‘Indeed, and I did, sor,” 
replied Pat, “Sure, it’s hardly three 
minutes ago that one went out with his 
sword behind his ear.” 


* * * 


“The sympathetic old lady arrived on the 

scene just as the ambulance men 
were picking the man up off the pavement. 
‘““T suppose he’s been run over by one of 
those nasty motor cars?” she enquired of 
a policeman. The latter grinned broadly. 
“Tt ain’t a motor car that’s done the trick 
this time, ma’am,” he said. ‘‘ What was it 
then?” she asked. “ Somewhere about arf 
a barrel o’ beer,”’ was the reply. 


* * * 


\. well-known paper recently published 
some verses by Mr. Daniel Castello 
over the name “ David” Castello. Aprotos 
of this, Mr. Castello remarked that in one 
respect David and Daniel resembled one 
another, viz., that, unlike him, they were 
not fond of restaurants, for David said, 
“Put not your trust in Prince’s,” and Daniel 
did not appear to have had a very com- 
fortable time in the ‘‘ Maison Lyons.” 


* * * 


“The scene was a railway station, and a 

porter was hurling some trunks out 
of the luggage van. “Here,” shouted a 
railway official who happened to be pass- 
ing, “ what do you mean by throwing those 
trunks about like that?’’ The porter 
gasped in astonishment, and the owners of 
the trunks felt like pinching themselves 
to make sure that it was real. ‘ Yes,” 
went on the official, “don’t you see that 
you’re making big dents in this concrete 
platform ?” 


Claude Harris 


MISS DORIS BENJAMIN 


Miss Doris Benjamin is a pretty and 

talented young actress who is in ‘‘ Going 

Up,” the still booming Gaiety success. 

Miss Benjamin has shown great promise, 

and has undoubtedly a highly successful 
future career before her 
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this paper's policy. 


Chapters in the 


History of a 


GREAT PAPER 
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No, 6. THE FRUITS OF 
THE EARTH, 


HE stimulation of agriculture has 

always been a principal plank in 

“Che Daily ail’s” platform. 

Long before the War laid such 
grim emphasis upon the cardinal import- 
ance of our home-grown food supplies, 
“Ghe Daily Mail” was conducting an 
active campaign for the encouragement of 
small holdings, and the introduction of 
sane and labour- saving methods of 
husbandry. 


HE establishment of .“ Ghe Duaity 

Mail” Farm was an invaluable 

lesson in the possibilities of tenant- 
farming, 


ATER, when the savage policy of 
unrestricted sudmarine warfare 
threatened to throw us entirely 

upon our own resources, “Ghe Daily 
Mail” was foremost in urging the imme- 
diate utilisation of waste ground for 
vegetable growing. In 1915, in order 
still further to encourage the allotment 
movement, prizes amounting to £1,000 
were awarded for the best vegetables 
grown by amateurs, 


HEN it is remembered that, in 
one year, eight million tons of 
potatoes were produced from war- 
time allotments only, it will be realised 
how immensely valuable to the country 
was this movement which “Ghe Daily 


ACail” had fostered, 
PRIZE of £1,000 awarded for the 


best bunch of sweet peas, and a 

£50 gold cup for a new rose, are 
indicative of the practical interest in 
horticulture which “@Whe Daily Cail” 
has a'ways displayed, 
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Daily Avil — 


Million Sale 
ORDER TO-DAY  S.V.P. 


Always 
This is the sixth of a series of pouounseriees Fair 
e dealing with certain historic achievements 0 
“The Daily Mail.” They are written, not in Always 
mere self-congratulation, but because memory Fearless 
is short-lived, and because only in retrospect is it possible Always 
justly to estimate the soundness, virility and value of First 
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Draw the line 
at skidding by 
leaving this track 


aS aes 
h 


the 
GOODRICH 
track of Safety 


om 


Mew! that was a 
near one! Clutch 


out, brakes jammed hard 
on. Did the tyres grip the 
road? No? 
Let the next tyres you buy be 
Goodrich: their grip on the road 
never fails; the five rubber fingers 
are an eternal safeguard for you and 
your passengers. Eliminate risks: 
make for safety. Fit Goodrich. 


This is the track to make 


Ask your Stockist 


GOODR/ILH 


(FULL-SIZED) 


SAFETY TREAD 


TYRES 


“Bestinthelong run.” “Best in the short stop.’ 
THE B. F. GOODRICH CO. LTD. 
117-123 Golden Lane, London, E.C.1 


C.F.H. 
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GENERAL MAITLAND AND MAJOR SCO 


APLL 
Major Scott, the commander of ‘R 34," and General Maitland, who wrote 
the log of the tamous airship which flew across to America and back, were 


received in audience by His Majesty on the 16th, and related their thrilling 
experiences 


The L‘mit. 
NCE upon a time, and, as they say in the more cultured circles, 
() not so long ago neither, a Bristol Fighter was sent aloft on 
business connected with the testing of a self-sealing petrol 
tank. And a very necessary object, too. It was expected to 
land at an aerodrome not ten thousand miles from the north-west of 
London, and by and by a gentleman, whom we will call Captain 
Foxy, of a certain department, began to warm up the telephone 
wires with tender inquiries as 
to whether the Rafbird had 
effected a landing. Now it 
so happened that said pilot 
had stopped his engine a shade 
too soon, and could not start 
it up again, with the result that 
he alighted at the very farthest 
end of the ground, remote from 
his ultimate destination. So 
ultimately the inquiree an- 
nounced that he had come 
down but that he had “‘ lost his 
prop.’’ ‘‘ Merciful heavens! ’’ 
cries Captain Foxy, ‘‘is the 
poor fellow killed? ’’ ‘* Killed, 
no!’’ says the laconic aero- 
drome official, ‘‘ I only said he’d 
lost his prop.’’ After a consi- 
derable pause for thought Foxy 
takes immediate action. ‘' Will 
you,’’ he commands, “‘ go im- 
mediately to Handley Page’s or 
Airco and see if you can get 
another propeller to replace the 
one he has lost? We had feared 
some great disaster had oc- 
curred.’’ After which the man 
at the other end-replaced the 
receiver with difficulty and gave 
vent to the series of gurgling 
eructations which he imagines 
to be laughter. The 
one and only Henery Knox told 
this yarn at the Royal Aero 
Club (where, if there is a fault 
to find, it is that the folk are 


R. J. COLLING (LEFT) AND MR. 
Cc. T. GARLAND 


Mr. C. T. Garland has been the vic- 
tim of cruelly hard luck. After his 
horse, Silvester, had won the Summer 
Handicap at Newmarket he was de- 
prived of the race on an objection 
for bumping and boring; then, as 
Mr. Garland was following his horse 
out of the unsaddling enclosure, Sil- 


vester lashed out and broke his terribl hnicall: minde 
owner's thigh. Mr. Garland is doing d B ue Ue te ad 8); 
as well as can be expected after ca £0 Ghogcce DO laL Ss. 


such a severe injury served. When up spoke one 
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PETROL VAPOUR 


By Captain W. G. Aston. 


who, ere now, has been known to be quoted as an authority on matters 
aerial. ‘‘I don’t know,”’ says he, ‘‘ but what, after all, there is a bit of 
sense init. When this chap’s prop fell off it’s more than probable it 
would get a bit damaged and it might be risky to use it again!”’ 
Oh, Lor! Yes, Glad-eyes, when this uproar has subsided, it is the 
same again. And puta trifle more ice in the shaker. 


* * * 

Now to Business. 
I desire, in the name of Gerald Biss, that I may be forgiven the 

above lapse. Needless to say, these things never happened— 
and supposing they did, it would all be the fault of the super- 
victory week-end. I must immediately to more earnest things. And, 
talking of business, reminds me that the London and Provincial 
Aviation Company have gone to press with a unique advertisement. 
It is so notable that I must reproduce it in full: ‘‘L. and P. A. Co. 
regret to announce that after between nine and ten years’ experience 
of practical aviation on the part of their principal, after building 
aeroplanes for 53 years without a breakage in the air, and after 
training 550 pilots for the Flying Services, with only one fatal ac- 
cident, they are compelled to cease business owing to the opera- 
tions of the Department of Civil Aviation. The said operations 
make it impossible for the L, and P. A. Co. to obtain any ade- 
quate return for capital, labour, enterprise, or industry. The 
shareholders therefore 
consider that it is better 
to play for nothing than 
to work for nothing. A 
number of highly-skilled 
mechanics wiil be thrown 
on an_ overcrowded 
labour market. A num- 
ber of aeroplanes and 
engines of proved quality 
will remain idle. A 
number of people will 
be deprived of the op- 
portunity of flying. <A 
number of opportunities 
of increasing public in- 
terest in flying will be 


lost. A good aerodrome 
will be left idle.’’ Ack. 
Ack. Ack. Advertise- 


ment ends. My comment 
is merely ‘ Tush!” 
Rome wasn’t built in a 


day. Let us not be un- 
duly precipitate. The = 
Department of Civil LADY LONDONDERRY AND LADY 


HEADFORT 


Lady Londonderry, who is the president of 

the Women’s Legion, and Lady Headfort, who 

is the commandant, headed the detachment 

from this force which formed such a strik- 

ing unit in the great Victory March through 
London of the Allied Armies 


Aviation is in the hands 
of Major-General Swin- 
ton, equally well known 
as ‘‘Ole Luk Oie.’’ If 
you know a better man, 
well, gentlemen, give him 
aname. I[remember,asa 
humble P.B.I. Tommy, cursing the fit of my reach-me-down tunic 
when it was ‘“‘dished out’’ to me. ‘‘ Gawd bless me,’’ says the 
Quarter-bloke, tenderly appraising the ripeness of a ham that was 
meant for the officers’ mess, but would never sniff an ante-room, 
‘* you ain’t the only pebble on the beach! ’’ 


* * co 
Enter S.F. 

t has often been remarked that the motor business without 
S. F. Edge is like Hamlet without Salmon and Gluckstein, or 
Othello without the little Moor, and how much he is. Lord Lee of 
Farnham might not quite endorse this opinion, but the fact remains 
that S.F. left a gap behind him that noone has even had the smallest 
pretensions of filling. The motor business is still without S.F., and 
S.F. is still without the motor business (c.f. ‘‘green hill far away, 
without a city wall’’), but from the convenient kopje of Gallops 
Homestead (where the nice athletic little Jimmy Wilde pigs come 
from) he has been doing a bit of effective sniping. I doubt if anyone 
has ever written such a scathing attack as that which the Ancient 
Wizard of New Burlington Street has launched against a certain post- 
war car that let him sadly down on atrip from Sussex to Cardiff. All 
the old traditional adjuncts to motoring in the year ‘0 were called for. 
Horses to pull the car to a garage, and a train to complete the 
journey. — This is pre-eminently the true extract of ginger, calculated 
to cure the severest attack of self-satisfaction. And if it doesn't leave 
a nasty wound behind it, it won’t be S.F.’s fault. Well, well, per- 
haps it is just as well that ‘The Autocar ’’ has devoted a page anda 
half to his mordant criticism. The factis, in one or two cases I’ve 

been a leetle disappointed in post-war automobile effusions myself. 
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“WOLSELEY” 


2 OLSELEY” AUTOCARS are being built in three models, as follows: 16/20 h.p. 
(four-cylinder) ; 24/30 h.p. (six-cylinder) ; and 30/40 h.p. (six-cylinder). 


The equipment includes Electric Starter, Electric Lighting Set, spare wheel and 
tyre, valances, electric horn, speedometer, dash lamps, clock, folding luggage carrier, 
number plates, etc. 


ee, 


WOLSELEY MOTORS, LTD. 
BIRMINGHAM. 


Proprietors: VICKERS, LTD. 
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ESTABUSHED 1788 
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“ Still the same 
fine old Craven!” 


“Yes! and just as good igi 
as ever.” 


A perfectly blended mixture of rare 2 / a2 
flavour and exquisite aroma. The 


Royal Smoke for the Royal Game. per 2 ozs. 


Craven | 


MIXTURE 


Made by CARRERAS, Ltd., £5, Piccadilly, London, W.1. Est. 1788. 
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( ¢ Non-Stocking Mode at Deauville, 
(Q) UCH amusement is being 
% caused by the devotees 
h of the non-stocking mode 
declaring that they are 
y following the laws of health. They 
contend that nothing could be more 
0 rational than during the dog days to 
abandon silken and other hose. 
Doubtless the craze will reach its 
height at Deauville, and will then 
fade away. The latest fad in the 
domain of footwear for assuming 
with beach costumes is the em- 
broidered linen shoes with two-inch 
high heels; they are laced up to the 
knees to match the dress. 
bye = she} 
The Riding Boot. 
yAN few years ago a notable dress- 
maker on the other side of the 
Channel prophesied that women 
would accept the time-honoured 
riding boot for walking. Well, he was 
right; with dark tailor-mades women 
are wearing boots of this character. 
The uppers are of soft white kid 
with vamps of black patent leather, 
and are laced over the instep. The 
consensus of opinion is that satin 
will take the place of kid in the near 
future. White doeskin boots with 
cross straps reaching nearly to the 
knees are another novelty. 

* * * 
Alliance of Patent and Antelope. 
A\Ithough leather is rare and expensive 

at the moment, there are signs on 


the horizon that | —~ ‘the smartest 
of smart footwear / _\ will be en 
évidence in the pZax, 
few weeks. _ ip 
A happy @= 
alliance is <a 


Holiday fashions for the little people. 


TX Se OS OO EO 
THE HIGHWAY 


OF FAS 


By M. E. Brooke. 


that of black patent and white antelope; it 
gives an indelible cachet to a three-barred 
shoe. Sometimes the toes, which are of 
patent, are perforated to show the white be- 
neath, the back of :the shoe being of white 
antelope. Extremely smart are the black 
patent shoes stitched with white; in the 
distance the stitching has the appearance 
of braid. A few words must be said en 


(ES 


\) 


fashioned of 


A simple blouse 
frills. 


Georgette, decorated with 
Sketched at Coulson’s 


passant about a modish leather of an 
alluring reddish-brown shade; it has been 
christened mahogany. Shoes of it are 
provided with two straps, which are 
fastened with gold buckles. Sometimes 
the toes are perforated to show a lighter 
shade of leather beneath. 
* * * 
The Cameo Buckle. 
n old-world conceit’ revived is the 
cameo buckle. Now, however, it is 
placed on a Dresden-blue cabochon, which 
is never seen to greater advantage 
than when it finds a position on 
pale grey antelope bottines. Women 
must step:warily where evening shoes 
are concerned. Undoubtedly those 
of satin will come into their own 
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Sketched at Coulson's. 
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favourite shade is téte de négre, no 
matter the colour of the dress; the 
stockings, however, must match. 
Can it be that this autumn we shall by 
be able to escape from the thraldom 
of shoes and dress being of the same 
nuance ? Beads are extensively 


again. It is worth noting that the 8 


-employed for decorative purposes. 


Ostrich fronds are cleverly twisted 
into paste buckles, the ebon note 
being represented by loops of black 
velvet. Jet makes an admirable 
frame for pleated gold tissue when 
not quite such an elaborate affair 
is needed. 

2 * * 
Frocks in ‘‘ Tilly of Bloomsbury.” 
‘To the woman not exactly on the 

threshold of life Miss Marie 
Illington’s dresses in Tilly of 
Bloomsbury cannot fail to prove 
inspiring. She is first seen in a 
sable satin dress artistically draped 
so that a good long ligne is repre- 
sented. In another scene she appears 
in a grey toilette with a cape which is 
deeper in front and at the back than 
at the sides; it is weighted with big 
silver tassels, lined with a soft shade 
of blue, and surmounted by a chin- 
-chilla collar of regal magnificence. 
The scheme is completed by a man- 
darin hat decorated with ostrich 
feathers. Her choice for the last act 
has alighted on a black satin creation of 
the Directoire character. The corsage is 
reinforced with a deep basque which extends 
to the knees. A novel idea is represented 
in her chain, which consists of alternate 
beads of jade and jet. 


(Continued on p, ii) - 


(See p. ii) 
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MIss JOSE COLLINS 


THE ETOILE OF DALY'S THEATRE 
IS ENTHUSIASTIC OVER 


Cio ‘Peas 


AND WRITES US AS FOLLOWS : 


“‘T really must write and say that I 
think the Ciro Pearl is the most 
wonderful imitation of the original 
pearl I have ever seen. I often wore 
your string, and no one ever detected it 
from my real one.” 


**OUR UNIQUE OFFER,::: 


YOU MAY HAVE CIRO PEARLS ON 
APPROBATION FOR ONE WEEK. 
We will send you a necklet, a 

ring, or any jewel with Ciro Pearls 

on receipt, of £1.1.0. 

Put it beside any real pearls or 
any other artificial pearls, and if it is 
not equal to the genuine, or superior 
* to the other artificial pearls, return it 
to usand we will refund your money. 

Our provincial customers may 
send their orders by the post, and 
will receive the same attention as if 
they called upon us personally. 

WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED 
BOOKLET No. 8 (POST FREE). 


OUR ONLY ADDRESS IS 39, OLD BOND STREET, W. 1. 
QUST OFF PICCADILLY.) (Ist FLOOR ONLY.) 
(Tele.: Gerr. 3077.) 


CIRO PEARLS LTD. (Dept. 8). 


Bathing Cap, as illustration, in 
Futurist design with adjustable 


scarf to tie. 
Special Price 5/9 
= 
No. T 161.—Turkish Towelling 
Bath Robe, indispensable for 
seaside, river,and homeuse. In 
all light colours, with rever and 
pockets, fitted girdle. Orange, 


Blue, Rose, Green, Purple, 
Sand, Pink and Cherry. Actual 


value 35/9 
oo Bean Price 25/ = 


When ordering please quote 
second choice of colour. 


SR PENN 


Bathing Shoes, as illustration, in 
white canvas with string soles. 


All sizes, 
as Special Price 5/ 9 


Also in Black Sateen with rope 
soles, 


PS sss 


Going Away ! 
Write for Illustrated Booklet 
of Holiday Bargains sent 
Post Free on request. 


; PONTINGS.KENSINGTON Al 
i; HIGH.ST.LONDON.W.8. 


This is a photographic ea) 
of a Ciro Pearl Necklet, which jt 
deceive experts. Price 

Solid Gold Clasp, 2/6 extra, 
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We have no Shop. 


THE ESSENTIAL 
UNDERWEAR. DRITANNIA.’ 


ERFECTLY made 
and shaped from 
the best possible material, 


So BRITANNIA Under- 
3 wear possesses all the 
2 
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fap the Hands 


A Toilet Preparation for rendering the 
hands soft and white. Delightfully per- 
fumed with the Essence of the Violet. 


A few drops rubbed well into the hands 
after washing make them beautiful. 


Sold by all Chemists and Stores, 
1/104, 3/9, and 5/- per bottle 


Wholesale: 
H. BRONNLEY & Co., Ltd., LONDON, W.3 


iG 


essential qualities which 
= you require of your 
a aie: 


% a It has a beautiful “skin- 

* — soft” texture, and while 
being unshrinkable yet 
retains the full elasticity 
necessary for ease and 
comfort. 


Made in all sizes and styles, for Men, Women, and 
Children. It is obtamable in Pure Wool, Silk, Silk and 
Wool, Cotton, or Merino. 


Ask your Hosier or Outfitter for the Summer-weight 
“ Britannia” Underwear. he brand is your safeguard. 


BRITANNIA 


Should you experience difficulty in obtaining 
BRITANNIA Underwear write for 
address of nearest Agent and Booklet to— 


THE BRITANNIA HOSIERY 8 UNDERWEAR CO., 
LEICESTER. 


TUNE Hut 
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A BECOMING SKUNK CAPE 
At Harvey Nichols and Co.’s 


‘Frocks for the Young Girl. 
n striking contrast to Miss Illington’s 
frocks are those worn by Miss Ena 
Grossmith and Miss Mary Glynne. As 
will be remembered, the former is the 
daughter of George Grossmith, and makes 
her début in this piece as a flapper sister. 
Her hair is bobbed and is topped by a 
flyaway bow, while her broderie anglaise 
frock is very lightly drawn in at the waist 
with a blue ribbon sash.’ Miss Mary 
Glynne’s gowns belong to the honest 
everyday workaday world calibre, except in 
the second act, when she is trying to 
impress her “in laws” to be; then she 
arrays herself in a girlish little nattier-blue 
crépe de chine dress, the skirt of which is 
decorated with frills placed several inches 
apart, while the bébé bodice has a rounded 
neck and frilled sleeves. 
* * * 
Alliance of Ermine and Chinchilla. 
Hyery woman in the audience of 
Bantam, V.C., must envy Dorothy 
Brunton’s ermine wrap with its vandyked 
insertion of chinchilla.. The hem, which is 
gathered, is very full, the entire affair being 
lined with orchid-mauve crépe de chine. 
With this triumph of the furrier’s art she 
assumes a jade-green charmeuse dress, the 
corsage being innocent of a back, the front 
portion being held in position with ropes 
of mammoth emeralds framed with gold 
filigree work. Never, however, does she 
look more charming than in her white crépe- 
de-chine dress of the jumper character, 
decorated with Roumanian embroidery, 
with pull-on white hat treated in the same 
manner, 
* * 
For the Little People. 
‘The subject of fashions for little people 
is of perpetual interest to women, 
and one of no small anxiety.. They are 
well advised when they seek the aid of 
such experts as William Coulson, 105, New 
Bond Street, W. “Pen” has sketched 
on p. 160 three pretty little frocks which 
particularly appealed toher. There is the 
little muslin frock trimmed with real 
crochet for 49s. 6d, and then there are 
little voile frocks with white collars for 
29s, 6d. Attention must be drawn to the 
baby dresses, hand-made and embroidered, 


from 12s. 6d., and everything which the 
most exigeant mother could demand is to 
be encountered in the domain of layettes. 
Even a casual glance at the profusely- 
illustrated catalogue, sent gratis and post 
free, corroborates this fact. 
* * 
An Infinite Variety. 
A2 infinite variety of blouses 
is artistically displayed 
in these salons; the Georgette 
model portrayed on p. 160 is 
69s. 6d., while those of voile 
with collars and cuffs of linen 
are 29s. 6d. Furthermore, 
there is a host of possibilities 
to explore in inexpensive rest 
and dressing gowns and voile 
and linen frocks. 
* * 
For the Garden. 
Heavize conciliated Dame 
Fashion during the sea- 
son, women are turning with 
delight to the fascinating ac- 
cessories primarily destined 
for wear in the garden 
which are exploited by the London Gar- 
dens, 118-120, Knightsbridge, S.W. On 
this page are reproduced a few examples. 
There is the becoming cretonne overall 
accompanied with long gauntlet gloves of 
the same material; the latter may be 
obtained for 12s. 6d. The hat is of the 
old-world Zulu character, and is reinforced 
with a cretonne flap held in position with 
patent fasteners. In addition to these 
there are garden baskets, hammocks, 
cushions, etc. Neither must it be for- 
gotten that miniature gardens are from 
#1 1s. Each garden has been executed 
by an artist from his own design; they are 
especially suitable for table centres. 
* * * 
Furs at Summer Prices. 
For a few brief weeks will furs remain 
at summer prices, and then they will 
adopt the motto, “ Excelsior,’ and soar to 
unknown ‘heights. At the very earliest 
opportunity everyone must visit the salons 
of Harvey Nichols and Co., Knightsbridge, 
S.W. Not only are they absolutely reliable 
furriers, but the prices of their furs are 
exceptionally moderate. Sable and stone- 
marten will be ultra fashionable as soon 
as the cold weather arrives. 
Skunk, on account of its wear- 
ing qualities and smart. ap- _ 
pearance, will have a _ wide ; 
following. The shoulder wrap tee, 
pictured on this page is £21; 
it can be worn as depicted or 
arranged so that it hugs the 
column of the throat. There 
are other collars for £15. 
Prices are ever deceptive 
where furs are concerned, as 
everything is dependent on 
the working of the skins and 
the quality of the fur. There 
are sets of fursin these salons 
from £10, but, of course, skunk 
is not included. 
* * 
Peace Decorations, 
H C. Russell, Leicester 
. Square, W., are to be 
congratulated on the artistic 
manner in which they dressed 
their windows on the occasion 
of the Peace celebrations, In 
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- THE HIGHWAY OF 
? FASHION—continued. 


the centre was Britannia dressed in the 
Union Jack, with the accepted helmet. 
America’s dress was carried out in alter- 
nate rows of red, white and blue ribbons, 
and there was a figure with a replica of 
the costume assumed by Miss Elsie Janis 
in Hullo, America. Yellow, black and 
red ribbons formed Belgium’s dress; it 
was the simplest affair imaginable. Italy 
was attired in an artistically draped green 
creation, the national colours being repre- 
sented in the head-dress. France’s frock 
was carried out in white net; the French 
colours were introduced in the waistband 
and the flounces were edged with ostrich 
feathers. Interspersed were all the acces- 
sories of the toilette in the national colours. 
Britannia’s dress was sold rather early in 
the day, so the figure was enveloped in a 
waterproof until another could be made 
to replace it. From the comments of the 
crowd it was gathered that they considered 
this the most suitable costume for England, 
* * * 
Black British Dye. 
[2 pre-war days the cotton hosiery trade 
of Leicester was dominated by the 
German dye monopoly. Mr. A. E. Hawley, 
chairman and founder of A. E. Hawley 
and Co., whose headquarters are at the 
Sketchley Dye Works, Hinckley, has by 
his energies perfected a hygienic black 
British dye that washes and wears well, 
has a brilliant intensity of tone, and yet 
gives a silky finish that is missing as a 
general rule from other dyes. Emphasis 
must be laid on the fact that the firm is 
not the actual makers of the hosiery goods, 
but their trade mark should ever be sought 
whenever black cotton or thread stockings 
or socks are purchased. It seems almost 
superfluous to add that blood poisoning is 
often caused through unreliable dyes 
coming in contact with the 
. skin, and it is a foregone con- 
clusion that stockings 
which discolour the feet 
. are almost certain to 
; contain elements 
which are harm- 
ful to the 
system. 


ACCESSORIES FOR THE GARDEN 
At the London Gardens 
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SESSEL PEARLS 
aes Salt Bah 


are positively 


Sessel Pearls 
are the finest 
reproductions 
existing. They 
are made by a 
secret and 
scientific _ pro- 


x 
z a 
>" superior to any 
» others existing. 
2 | Every Necklet, 
y in fact every 
4 pearl made in 


cess, which im- « our laboratories 
parts to them >a is an exact and 
the same sheen, — faithful repro- 


delicacy ol 
tone, texture, 
and durability 
|] of genuine 
Oriental 


duction of a 
real pearl, the 
minutest details 
being studied 
in their manu- 


|| Pearls. facture. 
The “Sphere” The “Bystander 
says :— says :--- 


“A row of 
wonderful Sessel 
reproduction 
Pearls willamply 
salisfy even the 
most fastidious 
tasle.” 


“In colour, 
weight and 
gencral appear- 
ance there is ab- 
solutely nothing 
to choose belween 
the lwo pieces,” 


Sesse’ Pearl Ear- 


Sesse’ C asp wit’ 
rings, Pins, Studs, 


Sessel Emerald— 


Rings, in’ Solid ae 35 Sapphire or sub 
Gold“ Mountings Beautiful Collar of Sessel Pearls centre, 
Fiom with 18-ct. Gold Clasp, in case, From 
£2:2:0 £4.:4:0 zecrenci0 


Diamonds, Pearls, Old Gold, Silver, etc., Purchased for Cash or 
taken in Exchange. 


ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE, No, 2, ON REQUEST, POST FREE. 
Sessel Pearls can only be obtained direct from 


= SESSEL (Bourne, Ltd.), 14 8 14a, New Bond Street, London, W. 1. 
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S 
Eau de Cologne 


is delightful as a 
Spray or Handker- 
chief Perfume, and 
most refreshingin the 
Hand Basin or Bath. 
The charm of this 
famous brand is the 
beauty of its clean 
delicicus fragrarce. 
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O/ all Chemists and Stores and from 


Yardley 


8, NEW BOND ST., LONDON. 


Perfumery and Fine Soap Makers since 1770. 


PRICES. 
2 oz. 3/6, 4 oz. 6/6, 6 oz. 9/6 
Wickered Bottles, 
10/6, 21/-, 42/-, and 
80/- each. 
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VERYONE with a friend abroad likes to send one or two news- 
papers, or illustrated journals, every week—a serious item of 
expenditure nowadays. 


It is therefore areal economy tosend THE TIMES WEEKLY EDITION, 
price 3d., for, in addition to giving a complete news summary for the week 
and the more important Leading and Special Articles from The Times 
itself, an Illustrated Section, printed in photogravure, is now included. 


No other Weekly Journal, giving the same wealth of news matter with a 
Photogravure Supplement, is published in this country at such a price; 
and you can thus send your friend abroad I WO papers at the cost of ONE. 


The Times Weekly dition 


in its new form will make its first appearance on FRIDAY, JULY 25th. 


It Fenee Yeesbiag te Boeri ae yt your Newsagent toa aa Separeie eerie 

tai . price 3d., throu y wsagent, or post free d. i le 
Abroad, citect from THE. PUBLISHER, THE TIMES WEEKLY EDITION, 
Printing House Square, London, E.C. 4. = 
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What does your Mirror say? 


OES your mirror 
reflect a perfect 
complexion or does it 
tell all too plainly of 
the ill-effects of the 
sun, wind and rain upon ;/ 
your skin ? 

Just a little Pond’s, 
the original Vanishing 
Cream,applied regularly 
night and morning, is a 
sure protection that will 
prevent either time or 
weather stealing the 
youth and beauty from 4 
your face, and enable your mirror to reflect the loveliness of 
a clear, unblemished skin—soft, smooth and fragrant. This 
is Miss Violet Vanbrugh’s experience, so why not let it be 
yours. She writes :— 

“T am delighted with Pond’s Vanishing Cream: 

it is so refreshing and pleasant for the skin.” 
No grease, no stickiness, no massage: just apply a little with 
the finger-tips night and morning, and between engagements. 


Ponds “Gam? 


Of all Chemists and Stores. In Opal 
Jars with Aluminium Screw Lids. 


1/3 and 2/6. 
POND'S EXTRACT CO. (Dept. 106), 
71 Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. 
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PICTURES 


before anyone had even noticed their presence. 
They left one of their number behind, who stood 
guard over the damaged soldier for four hours, 
and gave him plainly to understand that if he 
desired to remain in the/land of the living, silence 
was the only thing for him. When the alarm 
was eventually given, two squadrons went out in 
pursuit, but, needless to say, they had about as 
much chance of catching the marauders as they 
had of finding a needle in a bundle of hay. 


* * * 


A nother equally impudent, case happened on 
- manceuvres, The men of a certain regi- 
ment, knowing that they were in the region 
where tbe rifle thief lives, were made to wrap 
their rifles up in rugs and then bury them in a 
2-ft. trench and sleep- over them, packed as close 
as sardines, There was also a strong cordon of 
sentries round the camp, every man of whom met 
on his beat at intervals of something less than 
two minutes. Under such conditions it would 
seem to the ordinary person almost impossible 
for even the most expert rifle thief to get through ; 
but it was done, and the way of it was this. 
The thief crept up on a dark night as close as 
possible to the line of sentries, taking with him a 
couple of bricks. He selected a moment when 
the sentries met, and then, throwing one brick a 
few yards in front of one of them, and the other 
brick a few yards in front of the other, slipped 
in between them as they ran forward to see what 
was the cause of the noise. He then got in and 
proceeded to dig below the trench in which the 
men’s rifles were bestowed, and he got away with 
three or four without being detected. Arséne 
Lupin himself, or the redoubtable ‘‘ Raffles,’’ 
could not have, even at their best, eclipsed this 
feat, which to the ordinary man would seem to be 
next door to impossible. It was, however, done. 
These stories, like a good many others, of things 
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IN THE FIRE—continued. 


ARTHUR ROBERTS COMES — BACK 


Mr. Arthur Roberts’ return to the stage in the ‘‘ The Latest 

Craze’’ has shown us that one of our greatest comedians is 

still one of the greatest. His scene as a policewoman is one 

of the most amusing things he has ever achieved. In the 
picture he is with Miss Jane Ayr 


Saas Photo Co. 


that happen upon the wild and woolly North- 
West Frontier, do not often find their way into 
the public press; but there is obviously enough 
material for many three-volume tragedies of the 
realistic order. 
* * * 

Nt a certain station near the frontier, for 

instance, the usually harmless game of 
‘pat-ball’’ has to be played with revolvers as 
an adjunct, and with a well-posted picket all 
round the court. This is again no fiction of 
the brain, but a solid fact; for owing to the 
peculiar conditions that prevail, and the ingrained 
belief that Nirvana is reached most speedily by 
the road paved with the corpses of the Feringhi, 
it is not considered safe to indulge in the most 
peaceful of pastimes unless you are armed at all 
points ready to avert the unpleasant possibility of 
the game being prematurely curtailed at any 
moment. One time, I remember, some fellows IL 
knew rather well were playing pat-ball at one of 
these little outposts, and the ‘' vagrom men”’ 
eluded the picket and got in. One of my pals. 
had been full back for his ’varsity and knew all 
about tackling them low. Two of the four were 
rather badly sliced, but if the Oxford O.U.F.C. 
had not been on the premises 


* * * 


It was with much personal regret that I learnt 

of the death of Sir Harry Macandrew, who- 
used to be in the 5th Cavalry, Indian Army, when 
I first knew him, and was in his day one of the 
best gentleman riders we had. He first earned 
renown, so far as I can recollect, on an old 
country-bred pony he owned named Suffolk 
Punch, which he used to punch along in most 
determined style over the Lucknow course, which 
in those days was a fair stinger. It was only the 
other day that I met Harry Macandrew in Bond 
Street. 
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An afternoon s fielding— 
a last-wicket stand —a 
lofty drive—a wild sprint 
—a shout of “ Yours, Sir 
—well held !°—a rush to 


the pavilion— 


and atter that— 


a pipe of 
Bond of 


~ Union. 


For never varying quality, for mellow- 
ness of flavour, for coolness first, last and 
always, theres no tobacco quite like 
Bond of Union. Mild, 11d. 0z, Medium 
and Full, 103d. 


THE COOL SMOKE 


FOR THE FRONT.—We will post ‘*Bond of 
Union” to Soldiers at the Front, specially packed 
at 4/2 per Ib., duty free. Minimum order 3 Ib, 
Postage (extra) 1/- for $ lb. up to 14 Ib. and 1/4 up 
to 4 lb. Order through your tobacconist or send 
remittance direct to us. 


COPE BROS. & CO., LTD., LIVERPOOL. 
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An 


Gas is 


“ Added” 
The COUNTRY HOUSE 


which solves the 


COAL 


generated from 
Petrol in a small compact machine. 
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Charm to 


By installing a simple machine in 
your Country House you can avoid 
the necessity for big coal bills. 


The “WILLETT AIR GAS SYSTEM” 


is perfectly Safe, gives NO Trouble, 
and is delightful for 


COOKING 
LIGHTING 


and 


HEATING 


Motor Car 


Complete Installations from £80. 
Write for Free Illustrated Booklet. 


MANN, FoErTon 


132, The Willett Building, Sloane Sq., 
London, S.W. i. 


Works—NORWICH. 


ERE is something quite new 
in golf shoes for men, It 
comes as a welcome and 

refreshing change from the con- 
ventional cut of upper, from the 
stereotyped brogue with its wing 
vamp; it is, too, as shown by this 
engraving, as suitable for walking as 
it is for golf. 

But its chief and distinctive 
merit for golf is hidden. From its 
appearance, no one but a man in 
the trade would notice how it is 
made and that it is absolutely 
waterproof. 

Just as the Lotus waterproof 


Lotus Ltd, Stafford 


Makers of Lotus and Delta Shoes 
Agents everywhere 


service boot kept the feet dry in 
waterlogged trenches, so this shoe 
will as surely keep the feet dry 
through. rain-soaked grass on golf 
links, For it is, though quite 


different in appearance, made 


exactly the same way as the boot, 
made with a double upper which 
is attached to the sole by the Lotus 
patented process. 

It costs 60/- a pair and is obtain- 
able at the shops appointed to 
sell Lotus. 


Née Miss Frances Willoughby, elder 
daughter of Lieut.-Colonel F. Wil- 
loughby, 
House, Daventry, married to Major 
F, A. S. Morgan, D.S.O.,R.G.A., at 
St. James's, Piccadilly, on July 16 


Only daughter 
Kinder, 
and Mrs. Kinder of Exmouth, marry- 
ing Mr. S. C. Bostock, eldest son of 
Mr. and Mrs. S. Bostock of Lainston 
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Announced for September. 
MONG the weddings already an- 
nounced for September is that of 

Captain Walter L. Allen, R.N., 

to Miss Barbara Bamford, the 
daughter of Mr. R. L. Bamford of Here- 


ford, which is to take place quietly at 
Another 


Hereford early in the month. 
marriage announced 
for early September 
is the one between 
Lieut.-Colonel G. A. 
Peake, R.E., and 
Miss Beatrice Framp- 
ton, the only daughter 
of the late Mr. and 
Mrs. Edward Framp- 
ton of Cheltenham 
and granddaughter of 
the late Mr. Henry 


MRS. F. A. S. MORGAN 


O.B.E., V.D., the Stone 


Baker, Treasurer- 
General of the Ionian 
Islands. 

* * * 


In Town To-day. 
@r wedding in 
town __ to-day 
(July 30) is that be- 
tween Miss Freda 
Dalgety and Captain 
L. Hungerford Jack- 
son of the 13th Raj- 
puts, which is taking 
place at the Chapel 
Royal, Savoy. The 
bride is the daughter 


MRés. 


Swaine 


MISS C, M. KINDER 


of Colonel D. T. 
late Devonshire -Regiment, 


and Mrs. Dalgety of Bedford. 
* * * 


To be Married in August. 


Corps, of Bishop Auckland. 


House, near Winchester 


Busy Cupid : 


L. K. VALENTINE BROWN 


Née Miss Kathleen Stallard, whose marriage 
to Major L. K. Valentine Brown, The Royal B. 
Irish, took place recently 


of the late Colonel E. H. Dalgety, C.B., 


“The marriage is to take place early next 

month of Lieut.-Colonel T. Dow- 
ling, O.B.E., T.D., Royal Army Service 
The bride- 


Weddings and 


Engagements. 


elect is Miss Constance Fraser, the 
youngest daughter of Sir Edward and 
Lady Fraser of Wellington House, Not- 
tingham. 


* * * 
Some Recent Engagements. 
engagements include those 


|i ecent 

between Major T. H. Sebag-Monte- 
fiore, D.S.O., M.C., 
R.H.A., and Miss 
Irene Cohen, only 
daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Leonard Cohen 
of 27, Sussex Square, 
W., and Richmond 
House, Newmarket ; 
Lieutenant Charles 
Ri) Peploe,, D.S.C., 
RN., and Miss 
Catherine Macfie, 
only daughter of Mrs. 
Macfie, Cheviesmore 


Lodge, North Ber- 
wick; Captain G. 
Russell Vick and 


Miss Marjorie Comp- 
ston, youngest daugh- 
ter of Mr. John A. 


Compston, KC. 
Captain R. Archer 
Houblon, late» Rifle 


Brigade, youngest son 
of the late Colonel G. 
Archer Houblon 
and the late’ Lady 
Alice Archer Houblon 
of Hallingbury Place, Essex, and Miss 
Alice Houghton, younger daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. Andrew C. Houghton of 
Winnipeg, Canada; Mr. T. Howard Peer- 
less and Miss Winifred Edythe Maybury, 
younger daughter of Brigadier-General Sir 
Henry P. Maybury, K.C.M.G., C.B., and 
Lady Maybury of Barnesfield, Greenhithe. 
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Shcaight 

MRS. REYNOLDS 
The widow of Major Douglas 
Reynolds, V.C., R.F.A., and daughter 
of Mr. W. Petersen of 80, Portland 
Place, who is to marry Major John 
Crocker Bulteel, D.S.O., M.C., of the 

Bucks Yeomanry 


MISS G. WHEAL 


The only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 

Wheal of St. John’s Wood, whose 

engagement to Mr. H. R. C. Bevan 

of the Royal Warwickshire Regiment 
was recently announced 
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URODONA 


FIVE 


shillings is not a large sum if well spent. 


difficult times. Surely it is a very small sum to pay for 
HEALTH—the invaluable boon which many consider it is 
impossible to purchase for any money. 


| Die shillings can procure. something useful, even in these 


You are an exceptional individual indeed, if you are never 
troubled with any of the innumerable ills that are caused directly 
or indirectly from excess of Uric Acid in the system. It is a fact 
not always realised that Indigestion, which so often simulates 
heart trouble, as well as Rheumatism, Gout, Lumbago, Neuralgia, 
Sciatica, etc., etc., are all attributable to the same cause, viz., 
Uric Acid. 


The remedy is, however, within reach of all, for URODONAL, 
the unrivalled Uric Acid solvent and eliminator—37 times 
more active than lithia—expels this poison thoroughly and effec- 
tively from the system, restoring the blood to that condition of 
purity which is essential to good health. 


Price 5/- and 12/- per bottle. 


Prepared at Chatelain’s La‘oratories, Paris. Obtainable 

from all Caemists and Stores, or direct, post free, 5/6 and 

12/6, from the British Agents, HEPPELLS, Chemists, 
164, Piccadilly, London, W.1. 


Ful) descriptive literature sent post free on application tv HEPPELLS, 


Spinet 


<g The SUPER 
CIGARETTE 


1/5 for20 
Fine Virginia, 


CorkTipped, Ovals. 


R,& J. HILL, LTB, 
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NOW FOR A CHANGE 


_Take home a tin of “Jack Tar” 
Pilchards, and give your family an un- 
expected treat—to-day, 


You will enjoy these savoury little fish. They are 
so plump and tender and creamy, with a delicate 
flavour enhanced by the piquancy of rich, thick, 
tomato sauce. 


Keep a ‘‘Jack Tar’ tin or two in the larder, 
and whenever the sameness of everyday dishes 
begins to pal on you—whenever you “ fancy a 
eee "” just remember these three words—‘‘ Jack 

Pilchards, 


JACK TAR 


PILCHARDS 


Sold in small and large round and oval cans. 


Guaranteed by Angus Watson & Co., Newcastle-on-Tyne. 


Pe 


ELENTA 


. THE BRITISH 
APERIENT WATER 


Is. Od. PER BOTTLE 


SCHWEPPES 


) Os we Db) 


CSS SSSI SSIS SI SiG Gisitize 
ra oer en nn a i a i ot | 


JULY FUR BARGAINS 


Some of the Special: Lines we are offering: 
all guaranteed thoroughly reliable and genuine. 


CALL AND SEE THEM OR WRITE 
FOR A SELECTION ON APPROVAL 


sane "Pie Gaaty Seas o's" 12 Gns, 


Elegant Sable Marmot Coats, lined silk, 2 1 Gns 


will wear a lifetime 


Large Na‘ural Niaraadh Wrap and 5 Gns 


handsome Muff. Lined Silk 


A few A 1 Ti d Muff od 1 
Ae ee Walk oa Mule in geod 5a Gns. 


Many other Bargains in stock at 


SUMMER SALE PRICES 


We specialise in fur alterations and repairs. Send your 
furs to us for expert advice for which we make no charge. 
Coney. 
City 


Cit 
Sale Price, St 


25 Gns. SHOW ROOMS FIRST FLOOR 


Seal Coney 
trimme 


Moleskin 


awa 


FOUNTPENS 


Catalogue free. 


MABIE, TODD & Co., Ltd. 
79 & 80,High Holborn, 
London, W.C. 1. 
Manchester, Paris, Zurich, 
Sydney, Toronto, etc. 
Associate House: 
New York and Chicago. 


Palm and Olive Oils were used for these purposes by the women 
of ancient Greece and Rome, and to-day they are unexcelled for 
cultivating and preserving the beauty of the skin. 

All the virtues of both these Oils are concentrated in 


PALMOLIVE 


Soap—the pure.t and best soap for Beauty's Toilet. 
Doctors recommend Palmolive for the bath of the newly-born | abe. 
Palmolive can be purchased at most chemists and high-class stores. 


THE PALMOLIVE CO., 124, Holborn, London, E.C.1 


THE TATLER 


fLVERY OWNER OF A 
SOW AN “PEN ions 


himself to be in possession of a pen that 
will always be ready for use at an 
instant’s notice, that will start to write 
the moment the nib touches paper, 
that will continue to write on and on 
until one’s very thoughts give out. 
That's a “SWAN.” Choose one to- 
day ; it will at once become your own 
particular pen—always the same— 
good for a life-time’s service. 


Sold by all 
Stationers 
& Jewellers. 


PRICES 


From 12/6 


SSS ——————eee 


Beauty’s Quest. 


EAUTY is ever seeking something that will keep the skin soft, 
comely and free from the appearance of age. Centuries ago 


== SSS SSO SSS 
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THE TATLER 


PICTORIAL 


The Bolshies, 

HE statement by Mr. Bonar Law in the House of 
Commons last week, that the Government knew of the 
existence of a number of people who are aiming at the 
destruction of our whole social and political system, 

is one which may well make us pause to think. If the 
Government, who are elected by the community to protect, 
strengthen, and improve the social and political fabric upon 
which the prosperity of the whole country rests, have know- 
ledge of a plot to upset such a fabric, it is their obvious duty 
to take immediate and drastic steps to suppress it. A great 
many of these individuals are known to all, and they are the 
same who tried to create discord at home when we had our 


From “The Sydney bulictin * 
THE UNDESIRED HUN 
Arrival: I'm looking for a place called Hell. 


Can you put me on the track? f 
Junior Stoker (after aglance) : No. Keep moving 


From “ Exlex,.’ Christiania 
GERMANY AND PEACE 


‘““Why don’t you fly your 
flag at half-mast?” 

‘We have not received any 
bunting from the Entente, 
and the old flag got worn out 
through flying to celebrate 
so many of our victories” 
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POLITICS. 


backs against the wall in France and Flanders, and who 
shrieked out against imposing just terms upon the German 
after he had been beaten to his knees. These people have 
taken advantage of the economic ignorance of the masses to 
stir up sections of them ‘into outbreaks and strikes, which 
mean ruin and starvation to us all if they are allowed to 
continue. It is, as in every.other case, ignorance which is 
our greatest danger, and the most lavish and urgent propa- 
ganda should be undertaken by the authorities to open the 
eyes of the people to the disastrous results of the present 
suicidal policy into which they are being led by the extremists, 
We wish all success to the Middle Classes Union, which is 
taking action against the danger of Bolshevism in our midst. ° 


From “ The Daily Graphic” 


GOING DOWN THE WRONG PIT 


BURIED ALIVE 


What about an eyesight test for miners as well? Some of them 
apparently cannot see beyond their noses 


From ‘The New York Telegram” 


TELEPHONE: REGENT 3681. 


“THE GOLDSMITHS” 


the finest value obtainable. 


Yiloon sGitl 
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Tevecrams: “ WILANGIL, LONDON." 


139, Regent St., London, W.1. 


EXAMPLES OF WILSON & GILL’S GREAT VARIETY OF SOLID 9-CT. GOLD SINGLE-ROW CIGARETTE CASES. 


No.1. Length 5}-in. £45 No. 3. Width 33-in. £25 No. 5. Length 5-in. £38 No. 7. Width 3}-in. £23 
(17 Cigarettes) (11 Cigarettes) (15 Cigarettes) (9 Cigarettes) 

No. 2. Width 23-in. £13 No. 4. Width 2}-in. £17 No. 6. Width 2$-in. £21 No. 8. Width 2’-in. £22 
(7 Cigarettes) Plain (6 Cigarettes) (8 Cigarettes) (8 Cigarettes) 


Wilson & Gill’s Choice Stock of Solid Gold Cigarette Cases includes the Newest Designs of Fine Engine Turnings, stoutly made and very highly finished, 
Selections ‘forwarded on approval. 
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BURBERRY Shoctne "kn 


2 . ‘ , 
age es \ designed by experts, completely satisfies 
cones every sporting need, and combines 
‘9 Patterns numerous distinctive features that assist 
Post Free 


skill and add to enjoyment. 


Quick and accurate shooting is ensured 
by workmanlike: models which allow 
natural freedom to limb and muscle. 


The discomforts and dangers of exposure 
to wet or cold are avoided by the use of 
materials treated by Burberrys’ special 
proofing process, which eschews rubber 
or air-tight agents. 


Perfectly self-ventilating, yet protective, 
Burberry Kit is delightfully cool, even 
when the sun is too hot for comfort. 


Extraordinarily lightweight, itminimises 
fatigue, and is the ideal equipment for 


walking over rough ground on close days. 
See 


Burberry Shooting Suit 
A workmanlike model for moorland sport. 
Pleats allow expansion across the chest and 
back, and Pivot Sleeves ensure perfect 
arm-freedom. 


The Burberry 
Light, thin and easy-fitting, it makes no dif- 
ference to the “set” of the gun, and enables 
the. sportsman to shoot in foul weather, 
comfortably protected against wet or cold. 


BURBERRYS 


HAYMARKET S.W. 1 LONDON 
Bd, Malesherbes PARIS; & Agents 


Palmers possess supreme 
vitality, strength and 
endurance. 


Palmer Cord Tyres embody strength. 
As a result’ of their construction 
Palmers will live longer than any other 
tyre. They are trouble-free and’ hard- 
wearing. Their strength will withstand the 
highest pressure strain; their elasticity 
will transmit full engine-power. Petrol- 
waste and tyre-friction are. synonymous. 
Palmers are friction-free; hence they 
save a large proportion of petrol, 


CORD TYRES: 


i i i os Pighti i prop e that 
each unit being coated with Every Fighting and Bombing Aerupiane 
rubber to insulate it from its left these shores was fitted with Paluer 
fellows. The cords are laid © Landing Wheels and Tyres. 
diagonally through the tyre, the pra are Sata 
top layer being at right angles THE PALMER TYRE LTD. 
forthe soup Weneasaraandsath, 119, 121, 123, Shaftesbury Avenue, 


The Palmer Cord Foundation is 
built up from multiple ‘strands, 


mounting the cords is the 
toughest rubber tread. LONDON, W.C. 2. 
Andat Birmingham, Coventry, Glasgow, Leeds, 


Manchester, Nottingham, Paris & Amsterdam. 


THE TATLER 


BARLEY WATER 
as a Summer Drink 


is deservedly popular but is often badly 
prepared. It should be made from 


according to the following: 


Recipe by a Famous Chef (Mr. H. HAMMOND, M.C.A., Chef de Cuisine, Thatched 
House Club)—Put the outside peel of two lemons into two quarts of. water, add 
eight lumps of sugar and boil for ten minutes. To this add two dessert- 
spoonfuls of Robinson's * Patent” Barley, previously mixed to a smooth 
paste with a little cold water. Continue to boil for five minutes 
and allow to ccol. When cold strain off through fine muslin 
and add ice and lemon juice to taste. 


KEEN, ROBINSON & CO., LTD., LONDON, E.1. 


‘FortTyY 


WRITE FOR COPY OF 


PRELIMINARY DESCRIPTION. 


THe LancnESTER Motor Co.Lrp, 
95 NEW BOND ST. LONDON .W, 
s BIRMINGHAM & MANCHESTER. 
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THE TATLER 


LADIES’ KENNEL ASSOCIATION 


NOTES 


**The Tatler” is now the Official Organ of this Influential Body in the “ Doggy” World. 


T is well that members who are starting on their summer holidays should note that the 
Board of Agriculture have issued an Order that all dogs accompanying passengers must 
be muzzled, and have a chain attached to the collar, and they will on no account be 
allowed in the carriages, but must travel in the guard’s van. Of course, technically, 

this rule was always in force, that dogs were not allowed in the compartments, but it was 
generally possible to obtain consent from the guard 
that they should be admitted, provided other passen- 
gers did not objett, and in the case of small pet dogs 
it seems hard that this should now not be allowed. 
This, however, and further hardships for dog-owners, 
must be expected so long as the rabies epidemic con- 
tinues, and fresh cases have been notified during the 
past week. 

We notice in the current issue of ‘Our Dogs” 
that the “Gresham Testimonial" will shortly be 
closed, so that members wishing to subscribe to this 
most deserving fund should send in their donations 
immediately. Mr. Gresham is one of our oldest and 
most respected “‘all-round"’ judges. His opinion, 
especially on sporting dogs, was valued all over the 
world. He was a man of much literary talent, and 
contributed for many years to several sporting papers, 
besides his criticisms in the ‘doggy” press. He is 
one of the sufferers from the financial crisis caused 
by the war, and it is indeed hard that in his old age 
he should have fallen on such evil days. Subscrip- 
tions can-be sent direct to the editor of ‘Our Dogs,” 
or sent io me, they shall at once be acknowledged 
and forwarded. 

ALDRIDGE AMBASSADRESS We feel sure all members will join with us in 

congratulations to her Grace the Duchess of New- 

‘ \ castle, who has now left the nursing home, where she 

underwent a serious operation, Everyone wishes her grace a speedy restoration to health. 

She is always “‘active in well-doing” where our dogs are concerned, and even her temporary 
absence would be much felt. 

The accompanying photograph is of Mrs. Proffitt's home-bred -bull bitch, Aldridge 
Ambassadress. It is difficult to realise from the picture that she is a light-weight, for her 
bone and substance throughout are wonderful. Good bone and perfect soundness, however, 
are well-known characteristics of Mrs, Proffitt's famous strain, and it does seem hard that 
this kennel, which was built up.with such care and knowledge, and regardless of expense, 
has been so severely handicapped, first by the war conditions, and now by the rabies 
restrictions. Sadie was to have made her début at the London Bulldog Society's proposed 
show this spring; but, of course, the show was cancelled. She is sure to do well when she 
can be exhibited, for all judges who have seen her are most enthusiastic as to her merits. 
Mrs. Proffitt herself does not think the bitch as good as her aunt, ‘Champion. Aldridge 
Aquitania; but we think Mrs. Proffitt—like the writer—has a predilection for heavy-weight 
dogs. Mrs. Proffitt writes: “‘The fragments that remain of my kennels are all sound and 
well, and I can say there is not a bad specimen amongst them; but there are no puppies, 
which we attribute to the lack of good meat, for we can only obtain second-rate, and in 
limited quantities.” It would be interesting to hear whether other bulldog breeders find their 
stock affected in this way through “war-time” feeding. We deeply regret to hear that 


Mrs. Proffitt has lost that wonderful dog, Aldridge Arthur, who was not only a big winner, 
but had made his mark as a sire. His death was due to a fibrous growth on the brain, and 
he had to be put to sleep. We hope to hear soon that her luck has changed, and that 
when shows recommence Mrs. Proffitt will have a string of home-bred puppies as good as 


(No. 944, Juty 30, 1919 


her pre-war winners, for she is a true sportswoman, and cares little for winning unless she 
has herself bred and reared the exhibit. She and her husband, who, is an active 
member of the Kennel Club Committee, are most generous in helping the cause of the 
dog,” whether the request is in the form of help for a bazaar for © stray dogs,” or to 
provide a trophy for a specialist club. Caro F, C, CLARKE. 


* * * 


THE PASSING SHOWS—continued. 


commonplace soul,-Tilly’s mother. Tilly's father, who always did the wrong thing at the 
wrong time, and found work wrong all the time, was acted by Mr. Allan Aynesworth as to 
the manner born; while Mr. Arthur Bourchier, the broken-down actor, who very nearly 
brings tragedy into Tilly's young life, gave a perfect bit of true character-acting. Moreover, 
a most excellent début on the stage was made by Miss Ena Grossmith, who played Tilly's 
sister, while among the rest of the company, who all acted to admiration, mention must be 
made of Mr. George Hector’s work as Tilly’s impossible bounder of a brother. The result 
of all these good things is a little comedy of London life which will certainly be one of the 
big outstanding successes of the moment. For charm and wit, humour, and that human 
pathos which is doubly poignant because there is a smile through the tears, Mr. Ian Hay's 


new coinedy is one of the most delightful plays to be seen in London. at the present time. | 
* * * ARKAY. 


It is only after months of searching that 
Mr. Rolls has been able to complete 
his company for the “ Follies,’ but he is 
now confident that he has secured a band 
of “ Follies"’ if not better, at least worthy 
of Pelissier at his best. The company, 
which will make its reappearance for 
matinées only (Saturdays excepted for the 
usual run of Latghing Eves) at the 
Strand Theatre the first week in August, 
will include Misses Dollis Brooke, Joan 
Vivian Rees, Agnes Croxton, Dorothy 
O’Shann, Messrs. Dan Everard, Rex Lon- 
son, Arthur Margetson, Cyril Delevante, 
George Cairn, and Ben Lawes (who is 
supposed to be Pelissier’s double). A big 
feature of the programmes will be Potted 
Plays up to date, and the music - hall 
burlesques which made the original 
“Follies '’ so famous. 
* 2 * 

Te Shakspere Summer Festival at the 

Memorial Theatre, Stratford-on-Avon, 
commenced on August 2, when The Merry 
Wives of Windsor will be performed, 
and will continue until August 30. Per- 
formances are to be given of The Winter's 
Tale, Julius Cesar, A Midsummer 
Night's Dream, Romeo.and Juliet, etc. 

* 


* 
t the Palladium this week Mr. Charles 
Gulliver is again presenting one of 
those enormous variety programmes, both 
Wilkie Bard and Harry Weldon appearing, 
whilst there are also the most popular 
Palladium favourites, Lorna and Toots 
Pounds, who remain in the bill. Talbot 
O'Farrell has some quite new jokes and 
sings delightfully, whilst Lilian Byrne, one 
of the sweetest-voiced artistes, is also in 
the bill. 


MISS JOAN PENROSE 


Who will appear in ‘'Green Pastures and 

Piccadilly,” a new three-act comedy by 

John Walton, which. Miss Agnes Platt is 

presenting at the Ambassacors Theatre 
on August 7 


The warls at peace, the fechtins owre. 
The sodger's hame again, O; } 
Inguid “Red Tape well pledge the lad {{ 


Wi a oor micht an’ main.O! oy 


Because it conforms to the connoisseur’s 
standard of a perfect Whisky, ‘‘RED TAPE” is 
sought for as a beverage and medicinally 
everywhere. Supplies are for the time being NY, 
limited, but please ask your Wine Merchant 
for “RED TAPE.” f 


(TRADE MARK) 


Lie Whisky 


